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Description: 

After the death of Sate Pestage, Emperor Palpatine is in need of a new Grand Vizier. According to the Imperial 
Constitution, the position falls to his unpolitical apprentice and Supreme Commander, Darth Vader. Instead, Palpatine 
arranges a marriage between Lord Vader and the Senator of Naboo, Padmé Amidala. A Vadmé or Vader/Padmé story. 


AU Alternate Universe 


1. Contingency Plan 


The Supreme Commander and the Grand Vizier 


In this alternate universe, after the death of Sate Pestage, Emperor Palpatine has a... 
proposition for his apprentice and Supreme Commander, Darth Vader. A Vader/Padmé 
or Vadmé story. 


Genres are angst, drama, hurt/comfort, romance, and suspense. 


Chapter One 
Contingency Plan 


From his throne, the simmering yellow eyes of Emperor Palpatine, also known as Darth 
Sidious oversaw the latest reports. From some rather... notable arrests across the stars, to the 
progress made on his super weapon, and finally back on Coruscant. To the news of the 
explosion of a Lambda-class shuttle. 


The double doors opened. Though not by the guards, his apprentice rarely had any 
patience for them to open them. 


At long last, Lord Vader arrived. He had spent the last few hours overseeing the fiery 
scene. Watching as the crews put out the fires and searched for the remains. 


Among the nine casualties was the Grand Vizier, Sate Pestage. 


Darth Vader knelt down on one knee. “Master, I am sorry for your loss.” He said through 
his well-known respirator. The respirator covered half his face. From Vader’s nose to his chin, 
and finally curling around his cheeks vanishing into the heavy black robes and cloak he wore. 
Concealing the rest of his body. The only other parts of him not concealed by his robes were 
his identical glowing sickly yellow eyes. 


Darth Sidious was surprised Vader even remembered Pestage had been his longtime 
colleague and associate. He was of the few beings who Palpatine considered a true ally. 
Pestage was also one of very few beings who were the closet thing Palpatine had to a friend. 


Had. 
Pestage was among the nine casualties. 


While Vader’s sympathy was admirable. It was such a waste. There were more pressing 
matters to deal with. On top of planning a state memorial, “I am in need of a new Grand 
Vizier, Lord Vader.” 


The Grand Vizier was one of the highest ranks— besides Galactic Emperor and Darth 
Vader, who was the Supreme Commander of all Imperial Forces. The office in the Galactic 
Empire responsible for maintaining the day-to-day operations of the Empire and the Imperial 


Bureaucracy. He or she was President of the Imperial Senate. He would deal with the jobs 
Palpatine did not have the time or simply did not wish to deal with. Such as the Senate and 
media. The position was founded after the establishment of the Empire, and was a 
replacement for two pre-existing offices, those of the Vice Chair and Staff Aide. 


Vader slightly raised his hooded head. He did not understand why Palpatine was bothering 
him with this. The answer seemed obvious to Vader. “What about Mas Amedda?” It made 
sense to Vader. The Chagrian had been the Vice Chancellor during the last years of the 
Republic. The last Vader had seen of him, he was still one of his Master’s lackeys on his 
Council. Spending much his time collecting precious Sith artifacts. And as far as Vader knew 
Amedda and his Master got along quite well. Again, why couldn’t he take the vacant 
position? 


Palpatine had momentarily considered it. The Chagrian was well-known from his days as 
the Old Republic Vice Chair. He was also rather easy to manipulate. Unfortunately, “That will 
never do, Lord Vader. Not with the new High Human Culture.” In this era, there had been a 
long time belief that humans were the superior species. In fact, it was one of the reasons 
Palpatine of Naboo had been able to rise to the Chancellorship. Back on Naboo all those years 
ago, Palpatine remembered saying to his Master, Darth Plagueis, “Humans deserve to have 
the upper hand here.” Not to mention the fact that the Imperial Navy was made of nearly all 
white human males. It would not bode well if a non-human was one of their leaders. 


If Vader could have sighed, he would have. He did not understand his Master’s issues with 
non-humans, females, droids, and so forth. Especially droids, personally Vader would rather 
deal with machines over beings any day. 


But if not him? Then who? 

“What about Governor Tarkin?” 

“He was a possible candidate,” Sidious replied. 

Was. 

Sadly, he was far too busy overseeing the work of their super weapon. 


Finally, Sidious began to explain, “According to the Imperial Constitution, should 
anything happen to the Grand Vizier,” Sidious silently wished he thought this through years 
earlier, but he hadn’t planned on anything happen Pestage. At least not for several years to 
come. However, Sidious always had an idea up his sleeve. Yes, he knew it be far simpler to 
simply remove that particular amendment from the Constitution, but where was the fun in 
that? “The position falls to the Commander of the Imperial Forces.” Also known more 
commonly as the Supreme Commander. 


In other words, he, Darth Vader was the new Grand Vizier. 
Vader felt his mind racing. 
Me? 


While Vader always planned to take his Master’s place not only as Master and Dark Lord 
of the Sith but as Emperor. Not Grand Vizier. Yes, he supposed this was a step up. From what 
he understood the Grand Vizier was like the Old Republic position of Vice Chair. Second-in- 


command. Vader was Supreme Commander. From what he understood he was third-in- 
command. Still, he wasn’t happy about this, “While I am...” Vader searched for the 
appropriate words. He didn’t want to... upset his Master. He had no intention of being on the 
receiving end of Force Lightning. “Deeply flattered my Master, I am no politician.” Nor did 
he have any interest in such a position at all. 


“T am fully aware of your lack of political skills, Lord Vader.” Sidious had been thinking 
this over carefully the past few hours. Again, he should have made a backup plan had 
something happened to Pestage. “However, I have come up with a solution.” 


Just as Vader started to feel relief wash over him, he quickly realized he thought too soon. 


“If you were to marry,” Sidious began to explain his contingency plan. The sinister smile 
beginning to grow across his face. 


Marry? 
Vader lifted his head back up. Did he just say... no. 
No. 


He was Darth Vader. A Sith Lord. The Dark Side was his bride. Vader did not need 
some... some other being to do his bidding. He would come with a solution for this mess. 
He... he would form some sort of council of advisers. Like his Master had. Beings he could 
trust, or more specifically control. 


While Vader’s mind continued to whirl, Sidious continued on. “Your consort would share 
your titles and ranks of power. She could deal with all the messy political work,” with her 
Emperor’s supervision of course. 


Share? Did his Master just use the word, share? Share his power? His wealth? Everything 
he had ever worked for! Would she even share his title of Darth!? The title he had so 
rightfully earned! 


Since when did such law even exist? Then again, was that why some females— even a few 
males— foolishly threw themselves at the Emperor? Even Vader himself? 


Someday, Vader would have to make himself read the Constitution. He tried many times, 
but never made it past the first paragraph. It was the most useless document in all of Galactic 
history. 


“Now under no circumstances will you kill her Lord Vader,” Sidious warned. His tone said 
he would not enjoy the consequences. 


While Vader already knew that much, it was still disappointing to hear. 
“For now,” Sidious added. 


The hooded Sith looked up. That gave Vader hope. Still, he felt impatient about killing 
her... whoever this woman was. Vader’s mind suddenly flashed back to the time a humanoid 
male made a pass at him... at least he hoped it was a woman. And really this being was more 
like a thief in Vader’s mind. No, no, his Master would not do such a thing. Then again, he 
never thought his Master would order him to marry. Still, he supposed he should finally know 
the thief’s name, “Who is this... being?” 


“She has been a member of the Senate for several years now.” She first began serving 
during the last years of the Old Republic. “Before she was the Queen of her homeworld.” So 
she had plenty years of experience. No one could doubt her experience. Some had doubted 
Pestage. Feeling he lacked experience. Not that it ever bothered Palpatine. He had placed 
Pestage there because he knew he could trust him. And control him when need arrived. 


While Vader felt relief, but at the same time it was replaced with suspicion. Queen of her 
homeworld? Could he mean... 


Palpatine continued on before Vader could finish the thought. 


“She is... an idealist to say the least.” So she would be needed to be watched closely, ‘But 
a challenge for you, Lord Vader I’m sure.’ Sidious smiled sadistically, “But also has... 
weaknesses.” Which would make her easy to control and do their bidding. 


Again, Vader did not like his Master’s smile. There was something far bigger at work here. 


The low level of patience Vader had also evaporated. As Sidious said his next three words, 
his impatience evaporated. Replaced with... surprise? Shock? He did not know what he felt. 
It was not anger. Vader did not know what it was... this strange feeling. 


Which Sidious must have sensed because he finally revealed the thief’s name, “Senator 
Padmé Amidala.” 


Thoughts? 
Anyone notice the parallels between this story and Niece? 


This story will be different from any story I’ve ever done before. One, it being a 
Vadmé story. I haven’t done one of those before. Two, this will be the darkest story I’ve 
done to date. Anyway, I’ve been working on it for quite some time now and finally 
wanted to test the waters and see what readers thought. 


Though I will warn you all, I probably won’t post many more chapters until after I 
finish Surprises: Unimaginable. Also I want to the end written or at least decide how I 
will want this story to end. But again, I was anxious and curious to hear what people 
think. 


Again, review and let me know what you think. 


2. A Proposal or an Order? 


Thank you! Thank you! Thank you for the great reviews, favorites, and follows. I 
didn’t know what to expect, but certainly not all this. 


I wasn’t planning to release another chapter until later, but since I’ve had such great 
feedback I decided I didn’t want to wait. 


Time to meet the potential new Grand Vizier. 


Chapter Two 
A Proposal or an Order? 


Whenever Darth Vader had to drop by the Senate, he never bothered to stop at the front 
desks. Whenever possible, he always stalked into their offices unannounced. That was how 
preferred to catch his prey. 


“Hey!” Said the young dark haired humanoid. “You can’t... just...” The desk secretary’s 
mouth dropped as a pair of thundering boots and the sound of an iconic respirator stalked past 
the front desk. Not only did the secretary’s voice suddenly vanish, but so did the secretary 
altogether. Along with any guards the Senator should have been lurking nearby. 


And this trip to the Senate... this was personal. After all, Vader would be spending quality 
time with this bureaucrat. Though he failed to see what purpose behind such a thing. Couldn’t 
they just carry on their married lives separately? And if that wasn’t bad enough, he had to 
share his name and title of Vader. He even had to share his power with this woman. 


Share... Vader’s blood began to boil. He never knew he could despise one small word so 
much. Steal was the more appropriate word. He was starting to think he despised this word 
even more than the word, Jedi. At least with them he could cut them down with his lightsaber. 


Vader opened the door. He found she was already standing up. In front of her Nubian oak 
desk. 


Pity. 
Vader had hoped she would be behind her Nubian oak desk. The bureaucrats and 


representatives always seemed much more weak and vulnerable that way. As if they had been 
caught in the act. 


While Padmé Amidala may not have been Queen anymore, she still looked rather regal. 
Really, she looked the same. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Yet she was... different than how 
Vader remembered her. Really young Anakin remembered her. While of course she would be 
different. Beings were always changing. It was part of life. Also, he hadn’t seen her in over 
thirteen years. 


But still, there was something very different about her. 
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“Senator Amidala,” While Darth Vader’s voice may have been synthetic, it clearly met 
business. “A moment of your time,” and he clearly met now. 


Despite the clear message in his tone, Padmé Amidala did not bat an eyelash. “I’m afraid I 
have none, Lord Vader.” Padmé sighed. She did not have time for Vader. She was trying to 
remember to breathe and that it would be alright— some personal problems on her 
homeworld of Naboo. But for now she had an important meeting to attend. “Please comm my 
secretary and I’ll get back to you.” Or preferably never, she slightly hoped. 


The Senator did not even turn to bow or even to simply acknowledge at him. Too busy 
reading some report from what appeared to be her homeworld of Naboo. 


Vader simmering yellow eyes narrowed as he watched the tiny woman. How dare she 
ignore him! It was just infuriating! He held up his black gloved hand to SLAM the door shut. 
Now he had her attention. 


Padmé got the message. She turned to face him with a polite, courteous look, “What can I 
do for you, Lord Vader?” While Padmé was not afraid of Vader or dying, she did however 
discreetly slide her fingers into her robe pocket. Ready to hit the emergency button— to 
summon the guards— just in case. 


Vader paused for a moment. Wondering how to start. Vader had never been much for 
games or wasting time, so he decided to get to the point, “Marry me,” He said. It sounded like 
an order. 


Padmé did not know what to say. Other than her widened brown eyes she held up her 
political mask. Though she could think of a few choice reactions. From the words, “Excuse 
me?” To laughing hysterically. To fleeing for her life. Padmé sensed the second and third 
option were not optional. Especially with the closed door and from everything she had seen 
about Vader he had no sense of humor. Padmé knew could summon her guards, but she 
wanted to find out what was going on here. So Padmé started with the first, “Excuse me?” 
She finally decided to say. 


Perhaps Vader truly did have some twisted sense of humor on top of his twisted self. 
Perhaps this truly was some elaborate joke. And there was a secret camera recording her in 
the office and it would be on one of those late night holo talk shows. Though again she never 
knew Vader to be one for jokes. Perhaps this went back to Palpatine... 


One of his games... 
“Upon the death of Sate Pestage, legally I am now the Grand Vizier,” Vader stated. 


First off, Padmé failed to see what this had to do with anything. More importantly, her. 
Two, her mind was now all over the place. 


Vader was... 
Him? 


Padmé suddenly found it hard to swallow. A moment later she was able to open her mouth 
again. “...congratulations,” Padmé cautiously replied. While she normally tried not to worry 
about the future, she suddenly found herself dwelling about it. At least with Sate Pestage, she 
and the rest of the Senate knew what to expect. He was manipulative and utterly loyal to 
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Palpatine, but at least had principles. Not kill beings for simply disagreeing with him. Well, 
Pestage probably hired assassins to deal with anyone he wished out of his way. Still at least 
he didn’t do it then and there and right in front of everyone. Padmé did not see how Vader 
running the Senate would work. Nor would anything good come from it. Nothing except 
more killing. Half the Senate would be dead in a month. Also, the Sith Lord had never 
displayed any political skills. Maybe they could use that to their advantage... her advantage. 
Then again, she sensed such plan would ultimately backfire. Again, with she and the rest of 
the Senate’s bodies would ultimately end up sprawled over the Senate carpet. 


Padmé also failed to see what any of this had to do with her. Why Vader was telling her 
this? Or ordering her to marry him? Padmé did not know. She had a feeling she didn’t want to 
know. But Padmé knew one thing, she had to get away from Vader. 


She quickly and discreetly pressed the emergency button, the guards should burst into 
room any second now. 


She waited... the door never bursted open. 

Well, if they weren’t coming, she decided she had one option left. 
Flee! 

Now. 

Well, she tried. 


Padmé too a half step when, “Senator,” Vader’s respirator growled. His gloved hand curled 
around her upper arm. 
Tightly. 


Forget fleeing. Padmé should have gone for one of his lightsabers. Why did the Senate no 
longer allow weapons— excluding the guards— on the premises? Yes, Padmé knew why, but 
she was still incredibly frustrated. “Release me,” Padmé said through her teeth. While she 
was afraid, she dared not show it. Where was her kriffing security!? Captain Typo and his 
men? This was the worst day to give her handmaiden the day off! 


I am speaking to you, “Vader snapped. 


“Then at least loosen your grip,” The Senator did not break eye contact. “You’re hurting 
me,” She said through clenched teeth. 


Slowly, Vader released her. 


“You will marry me,” Vader told her. Again, it sounded like an order. Though everything 
he said probably sounded like an order. 


Padmé blatantly asked, “Why?” The idea was completely absurd and ludicrous. The fear 
lodged in the back of her throat was the only reason Padmé didn’t begin to laugh hysterically. 
A Sith marry? That was an oxymoron. Besides Vader did nothing without his Master’s 
approval. “Besides, won’t your Master disapprove?” Padmé said with a sly smile. 


Vader did not like the way she said Master. It felt like she was mocking him. 
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Padmé didn’t stop there. “Wouldn’t he be... displeased by such a union?” Or any union for 
that matter. From what little Padmé found on her research of Sith history, the Sith of the Bane 
line did not marry. And again Vader never did anything without his Master’s approval... 
right? 


“Why would he?” Vader said. “It was his idea.” Vader suddenly felt rather weak. Suddenly 
wishing he had not mentioned that detail. 


The Senator paled. Her mask had finally come off. Something Vader found rather 
fascinating. He was finally seeing Padmé not Amidala. Young and innocent Anakin may have 
once known the simple, naive handmaiden, yet true Queen. But Darth Vader had never met 
her. 


Padmé blinked several times. Slowly, the petite woman walked over to the nearest chair 
and collapsed into it. “I see,” So her earlier conclusion had been correct. This was Palpatine. 
One of his games. “And... if I refuse?” What would happen then? Was this an order? A test? 
What was this? Padmé knew she needed to get as many of the facts as possible. 


“Then,” Vader assumed. “I continue searching for a consort elsewhere.” Palpatine did not 
say this particular Senator had to marry him. Though she was clearly his Master’s one and 
only choice. And while Vader would admit it, his one and only as well. 


“Consort?” That sounded rather strange. Padmé expected to hear the terms wife or spouse. 
Why consort? What was this exactly? 


“Upon Pestage’s death, I am next in line for his position.” Vader sounded thrilled by the 
prospect. ‘However, since I am no politician nor do I really care for the species, I am looking 
for a consort. One who will share and run the rank, its position and all its responsibilities.’ 
With the Emperor’s guidance of course. He locked eyes with her. “Do you understand?” 
Vader asked. 


Padmé paused. The pieces were beginning to fall into place. It was making sense. Still, she 
was cautious. “Is this all some elaborate way for Palpatine to control or be rid of me?” Padmé 
crossed her arms. “So I can end up just like the late Pestage?” 


The Sith Lord did not understand why the Senator was so wary of Palpatine. She was just 
one Senator. Not an apprentice, a Hand, or any sort of pawn... or was she? Vader filed that 
tidbit away for another time. “Not that I am aware of,” Vader answered truthfully. “Besides 
running the Senate works far better when one is alive,” He pointed out. Though he didn’t see 
why. The Senate was a joke. Palpatine was Emperor. The Senate only remained to keep the 
systems in line and happy... for now. 


Her sudden sinister smile reminded Vader of... Palpatine? Vader found it curious and if he 
knew fear, he may have found it disturbing. 


Vader also sensed her growing confliction. So she was tempted by the offer? Perhaps it 
wasn’t a total waste of time in asking her after all. 


“Thank you for your... generous offer, Lord Vader,” She suddenly felt like she was Queen 
of Naboo again. Turning down some of the generous proposals. From goods and trades to 
actual marriage proposals. Letting her suitors and interested parties down gently. “But I’m 
afraid I have to refuse.” She bowed graciously. Hoping such a gesture would allow her to 
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escape. Though she sensed this was hardly over. Still she, began to make direct line for the 
door. 


Was he really going to let her go? Probably not. Still, she sensed there was more to this. 
And she was right. 


Vader wasn’t done just yet. “Senator, the extent of my power and my,” Vader paused. How 
should he put this? ‘Benefits would fall under your family on Naboo too.’ While Vader wasn’t 
actually sure about this one. But this was how Sidious explained it. “Including legal 
immunity.” Meaning her father would be released from prison. 


Padmé stopped dead in her tracks. Her heart was racing. Immunity? Her father would be 
free. And safe from Imperial clutches. 


Weeks ago, her father had been arrested for protesting some of the latest “security” 
measures. Which was a complete and utter lie. He had been trying to walk from the university 
to back home and had gotten arrested. Padmé, despite being a well-known former Queen and 
influential Senator had been arguing for his release for weeks and still no progress. 


Vader could practically hear the Senator’s heart beating in her chest. He was again 
reminded how attachments were weakness. Thank the Dark Side, the Sith knew better. 


Now she knew why. 


Even still her father must be released. If rumors about the conditions of the Imperial 
prisons were true... it made the prison camps of the Trade Federation look like paradise. 


And think of all she could accomplish in such a position... 
This— this was the very oppor— 


Padmé held that thought... she knew this was a trap. Of course it was trap. “I...” Padmé 
found herself struggling to breathe. Still, she supposed she should think on it. “I need to think 
on this,” While she could be impulsive and run head long into things. Giving little thought to 
her own personal safety. But this time, it wasn’t just her safety on the line. It was her father’s. 
She did not would not rush into anything. 


Not the answer he was looking for. Of course, the proposal had been a shock to him as 
well. “I am not a patient man Senator,” He turned to leave the office. “I will expect an answer 
by tonight.” 


I know, I know, I’m slightly copying off Beauty and the Beast. Though in my defense, 
most Vadmé stories tend to have a Beauty and the Beast vibe. 


As one can see, not only will Vader be different, but Padmé is also going to be a 
different character. 


Review please! 


14 


3. True Power 


Thank you for all the great reviews, favorites, and follows. 


Now, time for some backstory... 


Chapter Three 
True Power 


After leaving the office of the Senator, Darth Vader walked around the Senate Rotunda or 
as it was more appropriately called the Senate Arena. 


Getting lost in the seemingly endless maze of grand staircases and hallways. 
Thinking. 


This was... this was real. This was happening. He was really going to marry this... this 
politician. If it wasn’t for the respirator Vader would have curled his lip in disgust. This 
former Queen turned Senator of Naboo. Though, Vader supposed he was on some level 
relieved it was not only a woman, but also someone he knew—no. 


No. 


How many times must he remind himself? He was Vader—Darth Vader! He was not that 
foolish, scarred little boy. He was not him. Not anymore. Vader vowed long ago that he would 
never be him again. 


As his one time master Maul said, “Fear is for the weak, boy!” The Zabrak often said 
during those few but long months. Until Sidious and Tyranus came. 


Even Tyranus had said the same, “Sith do not fear, and I sense much fear in you!” 
Foolish old man. He knew nothing of the Dark Side. 
Vader had! He had conquered his fear! 


And as Sidious said, “By harnessing our emotions of fear and anger—rather than 
suppressing them.” Such as the dogmatic Jedi, “The Sith achieve true power.” 


And Vader had. He had achieved true power. Physically. In time he would obtain his 
ultimate goal—galactic power. 


Vader also wondered if Maul were still alive would Sidious have made him do such a 
thing. Marry the Senator. Really, knowing the tattooed Zabrak he would have cut her in half 
by now. 


Hm! And here Vader hadn’t touched a hair on the Senator’s head. And yet the Galactic 
community called him a monster. 
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But someday they would see... they would all see. After Palpatine had done all the messy 
cleaning up. Trying to unite Galaxy. “Secure” it. In the end, it would only unite against him— 
there was a reason the Rebel Alliance existed. They would see. They would all see, when the 
time was right—Vader would take him down. And the Empire and its beings would be 
grateful. Freeing them from the shackles of Palpatine. The Outer Rim would be grateful— 
when he took down the Hutts and freed every last slave. They would all be grateful and he 
would be made Emperor! And they would love him! 


Someday... 


Vader shook his head. He knew he shouldn’t think about the future, it would only distract 
him. He had to concentrate on the here and the now. Vader thought back to the Senator. He 
also supposed she had the experience to the job. Though Vader wasn’t certain if she was the 
one for the job. She was rumored to have ties to the Rebellion. Also, both Queen and Senator 
Amidala had always been an idealist. Bringing the Gungans and the Naboo back together. 
Going against the Trade Federation when the Old Republic Senate did nothing, as always. 
And so on and so forth. 


Though the Senator did seem afraid of Palpatine, as she should be. Still, he couldn’t help 
feel it was more than her being “experienced” and her “weaknesses”. Though he supposed 
that her fear and experience could be very useful. Well, that and her clear love and weakness 
for her family. The fact that her father was currently imprisoned made this the perfect storm. 
Or was it? Maybe Sidious had something to do with that. He was from the same world as the 
Senator, or perhaps not. The Senator had probably gotten her idealism from somewhere. 


Finally, he stopped in one of the grand sitting rooms. Though he did not sit. He simply 
paced around the room. The being who had been sitting here had already ran out of the room. 
He could still feel their presence and fear through the Force. 


Vader leaned out onto the railing. Looking across the awning below. He looked clear 
across the Senate District and the horizon. 


Again, Vader knew he shouldn’t think about the future, but he could not help it. One day 
this would all be his. Vader was one step closer to his goal. The Senator was only a minor 
inconvenience, but a useful one. For now. Still, he would not allow this Senator to distract 
him from his ultimate goal. To sit upon the throne. 


For some reason Vader then looked down across the awning below. Covering some sort of 
Alderaanian eating area. But Vader hardly noticed. What he was more interested in was one 
of the patrons sitting there. 


Vader’s... His... What was the correct word? His betrothed? Bride to be? Fiancée? He 
didn’t like any of the choice word. Probably because he really didn’t want to be “married” in 
the first place. Decided to stick to thief or Senator. 


More importantly, she was not sitting alone. She was sitting with a man. Who was 
speaking with her... and she was speaking with him. 


Vader’s simmering yellow eyes narrowed. 


The being was a white human male. Dark hair and what looked to be tattoos on his face. 
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Curious... but it was no matter. He didn’t really care if she continued to see anyone outside 
their “marriage”. It was simply only one of convenience. 


Still... it couldn’t hurt to know who this man’s identity. 


Vader almost took another step, but decided not to. If he moved anymore closer, beings 
could see or hear him. Instead, he called out, “Trooper.” 


The trooper ran towards his commanding officer. “Yes, my lord,” he saluted the Supreme 
Commander. 


Vader pointed his gloved finger in the Senators’ direction. “Do you know who that man 
is?” 


The trooper turned his helmet towards the direction his commanding officer had pointed 
at. “The one sitting next to Senator Amidala sir?” 


“Yes,” Vader impatiently answered. “Him.” 


The trooper took another look. “Negative, my lord.” He shook his helmeted head. ‘I do not 
know the man’s identity, but I have seen him around from time to time.’ The trooper assumed 
he was a politician. Possibly also a Senator, but it was hard to say. There were thousands of 
systems in the Empire. “I can also tell you he is often seen among Senator Amidala’s 
company.” 


Vader’s eyes narrowed. “Find out who he is.” Name. Address here on Coruscant and 
homeworld. And any other useful information. 


“Yes sir!” Again, the trooper saluted him. 


Vader then took another look at the man. Again, while he did not care who his wife 
continued to see outside their “marriage”. Such information could prove to be useful one day. 


Meanwhile... 


“T don’t... I don’t understand,” Senator Rush Clovis answered. He was clearly fighting 
back the tears in his eyes. They had practically living together for the last few months. Days 
ago, he had just proposed to her. She had said “yes”. They had been so happy. Now she was 
giving back his mother’s ring? It didn’t... it didn’t make any sense. 


“Soon you will,” Padmé lowered her head somberly. 


The Scorpio native still didn’t understand. He... he didn’t even want the ring back. It was 
hers. Rush had given it to her and... “I deserve a better answer,” He tried to argue. “I’ve 
shared — was planning to share my life with you!” He told her everything. The good, the bad, 
and not mention the real secrets he shared with her and that they all now shared. 


“T know,” She answered. “And I’m sorry, but I can’t marry you.” That was true. She got 
up. Kissed him on the cheek. Turned around and slowly walked out the food court. 
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Padmé took a deep breathe. That could have gone better. Then again, it could have gone 
worse. 


In time, Clovis would see she was doing this to save his life. Padmé had a feeling he was 
lucky to be alive. It was rather amazing Clovis did not have some “tragic” accident like the 
late Sate Pestage. As an act of revenge from the Emperor and his Enforcer himself. So he 
would have to stay away from her if he wanted to live. Padmé just hoped he would. 
Especially once all this came out. 


Padmé and Clovis had dated previously when the first joined the Senate all years ago. 
After the Empire was formed they had reignited their relationship once more. 


While Clovis had his uses, Padmé truly was tired of being alone. Yes, she had been 
surrounded by friends, handmaidens, family, and colleagues her entire life. But still, Padmé 
was tired of going home to an empty apartment in the evening. Which is why she agreed to 
begin dating him again. While she had never planned to marry while in office... unless it 
served greater purposes, she knew the Senate would one day soon be dissolved. The Senate 
recesses were becoming longer and longer. During the time of the Galactic Republic they had 
a total of two month vacation. Eighteen months after Palpatine declared himself Emperor, the 
Senate vacation time was upped to three months. Currently it was five and half months. It was 
only a matter of time until it was upped to six months and then one day... the Senate wouldn’t 
return from their vacations at all. 


But even still, while Padmé knew she cared for Clovis, would it really have worked? She 
smiled sadly. Padmé sensed it would not. And he would not work into her long term plans. 
True, Clovis had his uses. Along with companionship, he had given her what she needed, but 
now that she had it, she no longer needed him. 


But Vader could provide her with everything else she had planned and much, much more. 
Padmé smiled. 


Padmé would meet Vader later tonight. Back at her office. She had no intention of letting 
that monster into her home... and yet she was considering marrying the creature? Though 
could it even be called considering anymore? After all, she had just ended her all too brief 
engagement. 


Though really, while Vader hadn’t exactly said so, she suspected she had little choice in 
this marriage. Even if she refused, Palpatine would almost certainly force her. While continue 
to keep her father locked up. Assuming they followed through with their promise. That she 
would not—could not allow that. He was her father and she loved him and he loved her. So 
Padmé had to try. Not only for her family, but also because of all the good she could do in 
such a position. Not only could she save the lives of the entire Senate. But think of what help 
Padmé could be to her colleagues and their cause. Maybe... she sensed Palpatine would do 
his best to control her. Would he succeed? Padmé had to admit he was doing a good job of it 
so far. 


But... perhaps in time she would have a weapon of her own to use against that monster 
and Vader. 


Still, Padmé had to know what was in the fine print of this marriage before this went any 
further. Though she was certain Vader or Palpatine especially would give her a straight 
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answer. 


While Palpatine was a political animal, Vader was no politician. So she sensed he had few 
skills in masking the truth. Though how readable could he be? Appearance wise, he was made 
of nothing but robes and a respirator that covered most of his face. The only part of him that 
could be read would be his sickly yellow eyes. The only humanoid part of him— that anyone 
knew about was his eyes. 


Really, what did the public really know about Vader? He didn’t appear until the tail of the 
Clone Wars a year ago. In some ways he reminded Padmé of the cyborg, General Grievous. 
The ruthless leader of the Separatists’ Droid Army. Vader, also a cyborg was the leader of the 
Grand Army of the Empire. And again they did not know anything about him. His height 
while officially unknown, though according to estimations he was at least two meters off. 


Even simply how old was Lord Vader? While he seemed rather energetic and cunning in 
battles. While at times other times he walked like an old man. Perhaps Vader was an old, 
wrinkly man like the Emperor. One who she would have to marry and possibly sleep with... 
Padmé held that thought. She hoped not, to say the least. That question would be on the list 
she would ask Vader later tonight. Before she gave her final answer. For now she would think 
of other things she might need to learn from him. 


Where was he from? Coruscant? Darth Vader made his first public appearance during the 
Jedi Temple during their Rebellion. Though according to Palpatine, Vader saved Palpatine 
from the Jedi assassination plot earlier that dark evening. Hence his “gratefulness” towards 
Vader. No one knew anything about him before that time. Padmé suspected he was a former 
Jedi. Fallen to the Dark Side, like some Jedi had during the Clone Wars. Or that he had been 
some secret apprentice of Palpatine’s alter ego Darth Sidious. 


Padmé supposed this was her chance to learn. After all, such information could quite... 
useful one day. 


On the day, Padmé Amidala would attain true power to set everything right. By taking the 
throne herself. 


What do you think? About Vader’s AU backstory. About Padmé’s very AU 
character? 


Also, how would you all feel about the rating possibly going up in the later chapters? 
Nothing is official yet. Nor will it be for anytime soon, but later on. 


Next chapter to Surprises: Unimaginable should be coming within a few days. 
Updated: 3/14/2019 


Review please! 
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4. An Awkward Answer 


Thank you for all the great reviews! 


Time to find out Padmé’s answer... 


Chapter Four 
An Awkward Answer 
Later that night... 


From her office, Padmé Amidala was staring out at her amazing view when he arrived. 
Though she wasn’t really looking at Imperial City. 


Someday... this would all be hers. 
Someday... she would set everything right again. 


Padmé would undo all the damage that vile man had done. Well, what she had done. After 
all, if young Queen Amidala had not be so stupid and naive, she never would have listened to 
Senator Palpatine. Falling into his trap and calling a vote of no confidence. Ousting Valorum 
from the Chancellorship and practically placing Palpatine on the throne herself. 


Padmé felt Lord Vader approach. Other than his famous breathing, he moved like a ghost 
through the dimly lighted room. 


Vader came to the same large panoramic window. Standing to her right just over a meter 
away. Though he did not look out the window. He was here for only one reason. And he was 
looking at that reason. 


Padmé did not look at him. She did not want to look at him. Finally the Senator began to 
speak, “I have a few questions to ask before I give my final answer,” She said somberly. 


What now? Vader sensed he was going to lose his patience. He crossed his arms. 


Padmé chose her next words cautiously. “What is it you hope to... accomplish from this 
marriage?” 


Vader grew both angry and irritated. “As I already explained—” 


“No, no,” Padmé finally looked at the hooded monster. “Will we be having a... physical 
relationship?” 


Vader paused for a moment. He hadn’t thought of that. Vader supposed married couples 
did such acts. Of course, his master Darth Sidious had always taught him that temptations and 
relations of the flesh were weakness. Even the Jedi understood that much. For the Sith, 
physical relationships were only to be done when they served greater purposes. And they 
were only looking for a new Grand Vizier, not seduce her. Her father’s imprisonment had 
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already accomplished that detail. Besides, even if he weren’t a Sith... still, his mind couldn’t 
help but wonder. 


What would it be like if... Maybe if he didn’t have to... 


Vader stopped. He was a Sith. There were no what-ifs. No physical relationships 
whatsoever. 


Besides, Vader had absolutely no interest in having that sort of relationship with her. 
“That will not be necessary,” Vader finally answered. 


Padmé watched his reaction carefully, with every single ounce of her political training and 
books she had studied about manufacturing the truth. His eyes moved. When a being usually 
remembered something their eyes moved to the right. Until she knew him better, she would 
have to rely on such studies. The Senator let out a quick sigh of relief. “If we do marry,” 
Again, it was only hypothetical at this point. “Where will I... we live?” She corrected herself. 


“With me,” Vader replied. While he wasn’t very happy about it, he liked his space. More 
importantly his privacy. Though Vader supposed living together would have its uses. It would 
be far easier to keep an eye on her if they were living under the same roof. His roof to be 
precise, ‘At my palace.’ He gestured in the direction of his towering palace. “Some traveling 
will also take place,” He added. So she should expect to spend some time aboard his flagship, 
the Executor. 


Padmé frowned. She had hoped to remain here in her own apartment. Have her own 
privacy. She would miss the neighbors and friends she made here. Along with the the building 
amenities and her lovely veranda. Hopefully his palace would have something similar. 
Though she sensed his palace would have nothing that would come even close. 


“What about my security?” Padmé hoped to keep her own familiar security. Captain Typho 
and his men. They had served her ever since she began her service as Senator six years ago. 


“My men,” The 501st Legion or the 501st Battalion. Months after the fall of Republic, the 
501st gained the well deserved reputation as Vader’s Fist. “They will serve as your new 
security.” He already figured that would be obvious. Still, he supposed it was good to get 
these ridiculous questions out of the way. 


Padmé supposed she would be alright with that. Again, she would prefer her own old 
security. Padmé did not know anyone on the 501st. She had gotten to know a handful of 
troopers throughout the Clone Wars. Though Padmé hadn’t really had anything to do with the 
clone troopers since the end of the war and Palpatine’s rise as Emperor. 


Vader silently hoped that would her last question. 
Unfortunately, not. 


Padmé then asked, “And my handmaidens?” They or at least her head handmaiden Dormé 
was the one being she truly hoped for. Not only to help get around in the mornings, evenings, 
and so forth, but also to have a friend and confident around. 


Other than security—which Vader already said he provided, Vader did not understand why 
those women were so necessary to the Senator. “I make no promises, Senator,” Vader simply 
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replied. Giving a rather... political answer. If only Sidious could see him now. Maybe he 
would even reconsider this whole marriage. 


Padmé knew she would just have to hope. “Then I...” She could not believe what she was 
about to say, “I accept your proposal.” Again she reminded herself she on the path to her 
ultimate goal. 


“Very good, Senator,” Vader was about to leave though this felt... awkward. To say the 
least. Obviously, it was all awkward. 


Of course, it was awkward. 
Unfinished. 
Vader hated leaving things unfinished. 


Padmé felt the same way. Though what was she expecting? A celebration? A kiss? A hug? 
Really, she didn’t even want Vader anywhere near her. 


Vader supposed when the average couple became engaged they kissed. Though they 
couldn’t or he couldn’t for obvious reasons. 


All because of his kriffing respirator! He longed for the day he would no longer have to 
wear it. 


Even if Vader could, the Senator probably wouldn’t want to kiss him or any sort of 
physical contact. So he decided to the only other appropriate or perhaps respectful thing he 
could think of would be to bow. So he did. 


Padmé did not know what to make of this. She was surprised. Not even bothering to hide 
her surprised look. The only being Vader ever bowed to was Palpatine. What was going on? 
What was this? 


Vader too wondered what this was? Why was he doing this? She did not deserve his 
respect. She was a thief. Stealing his title and power. And a trained liar to boot, also known as 
a politician. 


Vader cursed himself as he finally stalked out of the office. 


I feel this chapter is a bit slow. I mean, everyone probably already gathered that she 
would say “yes”. 


Trivia: I thought about using Darth Vader’s iconic suit, but decided to try something 
new. I got the idea to use robes from Revenge of the Sith and another story I read. I liked 
the use of them so much, I decided I had to use it in one of my own stories someday. As 
for the respirator, I got the idea from the novel, Darth Plagueis. The titled character has 
to wear one later in the novel. And yes, we’ll eventually find out why Vader has to wear 
it and the robes. I promise. 


Updated 3/14/2019. 


Review please! 
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5. Kneeling 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Time for more of Vader’s backstory... 


Chapter Five 

Kneeling 

Fourteen and a half years earlier... 

“T am pleased to see you finally regained conscious,” said a familiar voice. 
More than that, the boy was sitting up in the bed. 


Despite the cold, dark medcenter room, the boy recognized the man as Senator Palpatine 
of Naboo. Wearing very dark robes and cloak. Making him blend in with the darkness... it 
was almost as if he the darkness. 


The boy suddenly felt cold. “T-thank you... for... ss-savving me Senator Palpa-patine, 
sir,” said the boy. Under the small robe he wore, one could still see his bandages. Along with 
a size small respirator. Which he was still getting used to. 


“You’re most welcome,” Palpatine replied. Walking into the room. “Though, it’s actually 
Chancellor Palpatine now, young Sky-,” He slowly sat down on the bed. 


“Don’t!” The boy screamed. “Don’t call me that.” 
“Very well,” Palpatine narrowed his eyes suspiciously. 


The boy’s eyes widened. “Thhank yoou and c-ongratulations, sir,” The boy replied. “Have 
you cc-contacted my friends yeet?” When were they coming to see him? 


Palpatine gave him a sympathetic look, “I’m afraid no one will be coming to see you,” He 
explained with a soothing smile. 


The boy’s blue eyes widened. None of them? “None of my friends?” None of them were 
coming. None of them cared? That he had been missing for several long months. He 
understood they were very busy, but they couldn’t stop by and say hello? To see how he was 
doing. The boy felt his anger boiling. How dare they! 


Palpatine stared at him for a long moment. As if he saw the anger boiling inside him. He 
seemed both surprised and... upset about it? Finally, he opened his mouth, “What friends?” 
Palpatine snorted. 


“Quuii-Gon and Paadmé, Obi-Waan...and my mom!” Did she know? Did they know he 
was okay? He had been gone... at least several months! Maybe longer? 
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Or did they simply not care? 


Palpatine gave him a very sympathizing smile. “Well, clearly they are very poor friends,” 
He placed a hand on the boy’s shoulder. 


“Qui-Gon wasn’t!” The boy argued. “He hhelped... mee... he freed me from slavery! He 


” 


“Did he?” Palpatine raised a brow. “Or did he merely... free you, as you say for the special 
potential you possess?” 


“Special?” The boy always knew he was special. He was the only human who could pilot 
a podracer and even won at his age. 


“Yes, you could become a very great and powerful being.” Palpatine said as he began to 
walk around the room. As if he was considering something. “Like you’ve always dreamed of 
I’m sure.” 


The boy’s interest peaked. “Li-like what?” 


Palpatine shook his head as he stopped pacing the room. “Like me,” He said with a curious 
smile. 


“You?” The boy didn’t have interest in politics. “But you’re just the Chan-Chancellor?” 


Palpatine gave a small chuckle, “Oh, I’m far more than just an ordinary man or 
Chancellor, my boy.” Palpatine smile nearly covered his entire face. 


A small coin floated up in the air between the man and boy. 
“You're a J-Jedi?” The boy felt confused. 


Palpatine considered the question for a moment as he grabbed the coin and put it back in 
his pocket. “In a way,” He paused, “The Jedi and I are similar in almost every way... except 
our philosophical—well, our beliefs and views of power.” 


The boy felt even more confused. 


Palpatine considered for a moment, then thought of an example. “Do you care for the 
Republic?” 


Anakin paused for a moment. Wondering how to answer. This was the Chancellor of the 
Republic. The boy wasn’t certain the Chancellor of the Republic would agree with his views, 
but nonetheless, he said, “Not really,” He answered honestly. What had the Republic ever 
really done for him? Except leave him and his mother out on Tatooine to rot in slavery. 


“Nor do I,” Palpatine replied.. 


“But... you’re P-Paalpatine... you’re Nabbooo’s Seenator and— and the Chhaancellor?” 
The boy was confused for what had to be the tenth time today. Why would Palpatine become 
the Chancellor of the Republic if he didn’t like it? 


“Palpatine is simply a mask I wear,” He explained as lifted up his dark hood. “A mask to 
hide my true purpose. My true power...” 
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The boy didn’t entirely understand how he knew or could feel it, but he could, “I...” He 
could feel this incredible... energy. “I can sense it.” 


“Good,” Darth Sidious, the Dark Lord of the Sith answered. ‘Good.’ He studied the boy 
carefully for another moment. As if considering something. “What you sense,” Sidious 
explained. “Is a fraction of what I can bring in terms of power. Help me, my boy.” He 
extended his hand. “Help me, in bringing down the Republic. To end slavery out and all the 
other unlawful acts in the Galaxy.” 


The boy just looked at him for a long moment. Could this be real? He could help all those 
beings and most importantly mom and bring them out of slavery “As long as you never call 
me boy,” That was his only condition. And certainly not Anakin Skywalker. He died on 
Mustafar. 


Sidious smiled, “Fair enough.” 


Hesitantly, the boy took Sidious’ icy hand and got out of bed. Yet he did not even hesitant 
when he said, “I—I wwill do anything you ask.” 


“Then kneel before me,” Sidious instructed. 


It sounded like an order, which the boy didn’t really like, but at the moment, he really did 
not care. 


“Do you pledge yourself to me?” His teachings. “To the ways of the Dark Side?” 


The boy lowered his head and onto one knee. “I pledge myself to you. To the ways of the 
Dark Side.” 


“Good... good,” Sidious replied. “Henceforth, the truth of you will be... Vader.” 


From outside the private med center room and across the hall, the hooded count also 
known as Darth Tyranus narrowed his simmering yellow eyes. Watching his Master and 
this... invader. 


Present day... 


Darth Vader lowered his head as he knelt down in the Throne Room. And to think at one 
time he done ritual because he had been so grateful to the old man. For saving him. For 
training him. For taking him in when everyone else abandoned him. 


For all Vader knew, Sidious had been working in cahoots when he took him. Now Vader 
just bowed because he had no intention of being on the receiving end of Force Lightning or a 
Force choke. Such things did not bode well with Vader’s respirator. Still, how he hated doing 
this! Kneeling as if he were still some weak, pathetic slave. But someday... after he wiped 
that smug smile off Sidious’ face, Vader vowed he would make that old fool kneel before 
him. Only then would he slay him. 


“The Senator has accepted m— our offer, my Master,” Vader replied. He almost said ‘my’ 
but knew his Master would not like the use of such pronoun. Then again, would he even like 
the use of the word, “our”? 
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Sidious smiled as he rotated the throne to meet his apprentice’s gaze. “Excellent news, my 
friend.” He knew she would accept. Not only did Sidious know her all too well, but he had 
foreseen it. 


For a moment, Vader thought Palpatine was going to jump up and down in the throne. 


“Now, Lord Vader,” Sidious began again. His ghostly white fingers touching. “As you are 
probably aware, there is more to this marriage than just filling a vacant position of 
government.” 


Vader raised his hooded head to look at Darth Sidious, “The thought crossed my mind.” 
Vader figure it had something to do with him. Some sort of new game designed by his Master. 
A new test? Vader supposed he had not only for Vader himself, but perhaps the Senator too? 


What was it about this Senator? There was something... something more to her. 
But what? 


Before Vader could continue the thought, Darth Sidious explained how he had been 
promising the grubby little paparazzi companies bigger and better stories in exchange for 
more Imperial propaganda. “In other words, further control of their companies,” Sidious 
explained. This was one of such stories. “The very sudden and surprising wedding of the 
Supreme Commander and a very well-known Senator.” Not to mention all the stories that 
would come after the wedding... But Sidious kept that part to himself. 


As Sidious finished Vader felt his rage building. Normally he tried to hide it from his 
Master. This time, Vader did not bother hiding the growing storm. Or how his gloved had 
formed into iron fists. 


A publicity stunt? 
THAT WAS IT? 
Was the old man serious? 


That was why Vader had to marry her? Was it too late? Couldn’t he just go ahead and run 
the Senate himself—along with a council of carefully selected advisers? Or better, yet blow it 
up! Now that would give the media something to talk about. 


Vader still could not believe what he had heard. 


Again, was the old man serious? He was... they were Sith! This was another reason why it 
was time for Sidious to go. Really he and Sidious had come to an impasse long ago. Right 
after the demise of Darth Tyranus and the Republic over two years ago. 


While it natural for the Sith of ancient times and Bane’s Rule of Two to end their Master’s 
life and take their place. Still Vader wasn’t certain what happened. Perhaps, he had become 
unsatisfied with his long awaited triumph in taking of Tyranus’ position as the Sith 
apprentice. Or perhaps it was because Sidious never seemed happy with him? One would 
think Sidious would be satisfied with him after fifteen years of loyalty, but no. Really was 
Sidious ever happy with anything Vader did? 


No. 
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From the first days of his apprenticeship fifteen years ago to the present day. 


Even before Lord Tyranus died and Vader took his place, Sidious always found flaw in 
something Vader had or had not done. 


Vader long gathered his Master blamed him. Of course, any mere ten year old being 
“saved” and then locked up by an animal like him for several months probably would have 
“messed up” any being’s training. And really it was Sidious’ fault to begin with. He should 
have kept better tabs on him to begin with. 


How the young Sith Lord wished to lose control right now. His rage. His fury. Because 
Vader was feeling all these things continue to simmer inside him. 


But Vader wouldn’t. Not yet. He would wait. Vader would not—no matter how much 
wanted to—he would not lose control. At least, not in front of his Master. He would not give 
him that satisfaction. 


“Lastly, Lord Vader,” Sidious began to wear his sinister smile again. Though it seemed 
somehow more mysterious. “There is one final element of this union I have to discuss with 
you...” 


A few moments later... 
“Do I make myself clear Lord Vader?” Sidious said through his clenched yellow teeth. 


Now having a new clue into his Master’s latest test. Vader hesitantly answered, “Yes, my 
Master.” 


Any idea on what Sidious ordered Vader to do? 


Trivia: Inspiration for the scene where young Vader swears loyalty to the Dark Side 
came from the novel, Darth Plagueis. Originally, I was planning to use that scene at a 
later time, but decided it fit in quite nicely. Also, I originally planned to call this chapter, 
The Final Element. 


And those of you wondering about the Rule of Two, remember, Sidious never said 
anything about the Sith. So young Vader isn’t a Sith, at least... not yet. 


Timeline: A couple of you asked about the timeline. As said above it’s been about 2 
years since the fall of the Republic. Also, Vader was ten when he began his training 
fifteen years earlier. Ages and the timing of the Republic’s fall are the same. 


I updated Personal recently. Do check it out please. Also, the next chapter to 
Surprises: Unimaginable should be coming in a week or two. 


Updated: 3/14/2019 


Again, thank you for reading and leave a review please. 


27. 


6. The Lies We Tell Ourselves (Part I) 


Thank you for the reviews, favorites, and follows. 


Sorry that I did not post anything during Thanksgiving, but honestly I was busy with 
family and I was tired. 


Though this chapter features Padmé, one also learns a great deal about Vader. 


Chapter Six 
The Lies We Tell Ourselves (Part I) 


Dormé ran to the entrance. The Senator was finally home! Her mistress was never home 
this late. Nor did she go out this late without security. Had she not left a message on her 
communications earlier, Dormé probably would have filed a missing beings report. 


Dormé greeted her meters away from the entrance. 


“Milady, Senator Clovis was here earlier.” Dormé moved closer. In case the Senator 
needed to be comforted. ‘He... “Dormé hesitated,” Collected his belongings.’ From his shoes, 
clothing, toiletries, and a few personal items. And before he left he left his key card. With the 
concerned look on her face said, “Is... everything alright?” Dormé had long figured out they 
were over... again, but still she wanted to know the whole story. Before she said anymore. 


Padmé went into her chambers. Wanting to undo her hair and prepare for bed. She also 
told Dormé why Clovis would not be around anymore. She also told him who they would be 
seeing more of, and that they would soon be moving. 


Dormé felt her mouth drop. Her former Queen, current Senator, and ladyship had always 
made some... questionable choices in her short life, but this had to be the craziest of them all. 
“T’m... I’m sorry,” Dormé finally replied. “I think I need my hearing checked, what did you 
say?” 


“You heard me,” Padmé replied. She continued to brush her thick hair. 


Dormé remained speechless for the moment. Looking at the Senator as if she were some... 
some stranger. 


“Tt is the only way to save my father,” Padmé reasoned. 


Dormé quickly found her voice again, “Oh, please!” She snorted. “That’s not the real 
reason why you’re doing this!’ While yes, the Senator probably would sell her soul to save 
her father and loved ones. “It’s what they really offered you. Doing it for your father is just 
your excuse... the lie you keep telling yourself.” Because regardless of whether anyone had 
been endangered or not, she still would have taken it. The position and its power— that was 
the real reason behind her agreeing to this. To be Grand Vizier. More like the Grand Stooge. 
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While Dormé believed the Senator was a good being, despite her... occasional 
questionable decisions, she also had another soft spot besides her loved ones. Power. She 
enjoyed power. More than she should. 


“This— this won’t be a real marriage nor will you really be the Grand Vizier. They will 
control, manipulate you, and in time he...” Vader, Palpatine, or both. “They will kill you!” 
Just like that puppet Pestage and Palpatine even supposedly liked the man. 


“Perhaps,” was all her mistress said through her peculiar smile. 
Perhaps? 


Was the Senator even hearing herself? Dormé felt her head spinning. It was unbelievable! 
“Have you even thought this through?” Probably not. She rarely thought about her own 
safety. It made her and colleagues duties just as difficult and even more dangerous at times. 


“Believe it or not,” Though Padmé doubted she had, “I have.” She said with a small nod of 
her head. 


Dormé crossed her arms. “So you’ve thought about your duty as a wife?” Lord Vader was 
a violent creature in public. Killing innocent beings— from his officers to innocent civilians, 
and all because they simply did not agree with him. Shiraya only knew what he was capable 
of behind closed doors. 


“As you have already said Dormé, this is not a real marriage.” Meaning she wouldn’t have 
to sleep with the Dark Lord. 


For a moment Dormé did not seem convince. Then said simply shrugged, “I suppose 
that’ll make it easier to annul the marriage when they no longer need you.” Assuming the 
Emperor didn’t decide to make Lord Vader a widower instead... Which Dormé thought was 
more in character for Vader and even the Emperor. Though she decided to keep those 
thoughts to herself. 


Padmé’s brown eyes darkened. “And if you continue with your opinions, I suppose that 
will make it easier terminate your services,” Padmé sharply warned. 


One’s mistress or employer sacking a handmaiden or sending them home was always seen 
as a great disgrace. Had she done such a thing, Dormé would never work on as a handmaiden 
again. 


“Forgive me milady,” Dormé bowed respectfully. “I was worried because today...” 
Today... 

How could she... 

How could she forget today? 

The anniversary of the Battle of Naboo. 

“Milady?” Dormé reached for Padmé’s shoulder. “Milady!” 


“Get out,” Padmé whispered. 
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“T said get out!” Padmé began to scream. Realizing how childish she sounded she gave a 
small apoligetic look and softly whispered, “Just... leave.” 


Dormé bowed, “Forgive me, milady.” She slowly and quietly left the chambers. 


One of the great things about becoming a Senator and even the Clone Wars was that due to 
her busy schedule. Not to mention the distance from Coruscant to Naboo— she could not 
attend the anniversary party. As if this day wasn’t hard enough without throwing that in her 
face. 


While most on Naboo viewed the defeat of the Trade Federation as her greatest 
“achievement”. Which was one of the reasons her popularity remained high to this day. 
Honestly, Padmé never understood why. She always viewed the Battle of Naboo as her 
greatest failure. When she became Empress one day, she would never make such mistakes. 


Despite never having much love for the Gungans, Padmé did feel bad over the loss of 543 
lives. Now, she did not mind them, as long as they kept to their underway cities. Not be in her 
hair constantly like Representative Binks... she wondered what would happen to the long 
eared slimy tongue primitive if he crossed paths with Vader? 


What Padmé truly felt guilty over was the loss of over was the loss of the seventy-seven 
Nubians, from security to civilians, Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn, and if those weren’t bad 
enough, Anakin Skywalker, the youngest casualty. 


He never should have been there. They should have kept him on Coruscant, at the Jedi 
Temple, or back in the Gungan Sacred Place. 


Sometimes Padmé wondered if Anakin was still alive. Though she in some ways she 
supposed that was an absurd idea... or was it? 


Young Anakin was last seen flying his Nubian starfighter into the Trade Federation 
battleship. Moments later it exploded. Though they couldn’t really see him, the other 
starfighters picked up his homing signal and realized he must have been caught in the debris 
of the explosion. From the planet below, a rescue crew was sent out. Upon reaching the 
exosphere of Naboo, Anakin’s homing signal just... stopped. The crew rushed to Anakin’s 
last known position only to find fiery debris of the Trade Federation. And other than a few 
pieces of debris from the yellow Nubian, there was no sign of Anakin. 


The Naboo and the newly knighted Obi-Wan Kenobi searched through the debris and the 
surrounding area for weeks, but could not find Anakin. 


Three weeks passed and on the tenth life day of Anakin Skywalker, he was officially 
declared dead. 


As for the homing beacon, most concluded what was left of the homing signal 
malfunctioned and drifted off into space somewhere. And that Anakin and the rest of the 
starfighter were burned beyond recognition. 


Padmé remembered not being entirely convinced. Even to this day... 


It made no sense they found remains of the Neimoidians among the fiery ashes of the 
Trade Federation, but not Anakin? At least in the starfighter he would have had more 
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protection compared to the Neimoidians. Also, where was the droid, R4-99? Then again, R4 
units were always unreliable in Padmé’s experience. 


Beeeep! Brrrooom! 


Padmé turned to see her trusted droid, R2-D2. He had been running security outside when 
she had spoken with Lord Vader earlier. While she would never trade the astromech drid for 
anything in the Galaxy, still... she wondered what would have happened if Artoo had been 
with Anakin that fateful day? 


A week before he was declared dead, a hopeful Padmé sent two of her handmaidens along 
with a small security team to Tatooine—nothing that would attract attention. Hoping to find 
Anakin had simply gone home to his mother. After all he was just a child. Unfortunately, they 
did not. Upon not finding Anakin, Padmé ordered the two handmaidens to tell Shmi 
Skywalker what happened to her son. 


According to Dormé, Shmi had simply, “My son... is not dead. Had he... I would know.” 


Another thing Padmé found odd, Shmi never once believed Anakin to be dead. She knew 
most would call it denial, but Padmé did not think so. Despite not being a mother, nor would 
she ever likely become one, she did believe that a mother would know when her child died. 


Artoo began to power down for the evening. Though not completely. Instead of having a 
camera in personal chamber, Padmé programmed Artoo to wake and alert her and the security 
in the event of a threat. 


Padmé crawled into bed and under the covers. She sighed with her head hitting the pillow. 
Maybe the idea truly was absurd. 

Maybe? 

No, it was absurd. 

Padmé turned off the bedside lamp. 


Anakin Skywalker and Qui-Gon Jinn were dead. 


Trivia: It’s been a few years since I read, but if I recall correctly, Padmé had a 
prejudice against the Gungans in one of the original drafts of The Phantom Menace. She 
wouldn’t allow them to the board the ship when they were escaping Naboo. 


543 Gungans were killed according to Wookieepedia. 
Also, an update to Surprises: Unimaginable should be coming in a few days. 
Updated: 3/15/2019 


Review please. 
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7. The Lies We Tell Ourselves (Part Il) 


Thank you for the reviews, favorites, and follows. 


This chapter includes a flashback to one of baby Vader’s early missions. 


Chapter Seven 
The Lies We Tell Ourselves (Part IT) 
A few days later 


From his Palace, Vader stared out onto Imperial City. Sometimes Vader felt as if the city 
looked like he felt. Broken in battle. Like him. 


The Force forsaken wedding was tomorrow. Vader had just returned from the state 
memorial had taken place today. He didn’t even see the point for such thing. The only being 
who may miss Pestage would be Palpatine and for all one knew he ordered the hit in the first 
place. 


Attendance from all the Senate and the other politicians was mandatory. Vader suspected 
the same could be said for the many elite who came as well. 


Normally, Vader would have stood guard. Making sure the Rebellion or some other 
terrorist didn’t try something during such a very public and busy gathering. But no, instead he 
had to walk around with the Senator. Who found his company... annoying to say the least. 
Apparently, they did have something in common. Yet she never once showed an ounce of 
fear. Which Vader found again, annoying, but simultaneously rather intriguing. 


As far as the Galaxy was seemed concerned. He was her bodyguard or she was under some 
sort of house arrest. While the guests received invitations, few knew what... event taking 
place. They would all be in for a rude awakening tomorrow. 


Really, he still could not believe it himself either. Tomorrow was the wedding. 


Vader supposed he understood what some of his married officers meant about marriage 
being “the old ball and chain”. As this would be another form of control. Though from his 
Master. Not the Senator. 


His thoughts shifted back to the Senator and his impending chain with her. She was not— 
would not going to be a problem... a distraction. She would not be either of those. Though he 
suspected that his Master’s goal or that it was one of his goals behind this marriage. 


Vader also thought back to what Sidious ordered him to do a few nights ago. 


While Vader had done his best to hide it, he was... dare he say, hesitant about what his 
Master ordered him to do? The hesitancy was a foreign word to Vader, but he did not know 
what else to call it. 
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It wasn’t entirely that he didn’t want to or that he wasn’t curious, but it was how his 
Master wanted him to go about it. 


Could he? Could really... Vader knew he had to stop this. Lord Sidious had ordered him to 
do far worst. Torture. Executions. Butcher men, women, children, entire clans and villages. 


When Vader had told the Senator they would not have to... she seemed relieved. But 
perhaps she would change her mind. Maybe if he just... maybe... 


Vader then thought back to one of his earlier missions for Darth Sidious. 


It was a memorable hunt, or at least it should have been. It was the first time he had ever 
killed a Jedi, but not just any simple Jedi, a Master! He remembered feeling so prideful. 
Grievous had recently fought against Jedi Master Kit Fisto and his former Padawan. He killed 
the newly christened Knight, but had failed to kill Fisto. Pity Tyranus and Sidious had not 
sent him to deal with the Nautolan. 


Vader never knew the Jedi’s name, nor did he remember what he even looked like. He 
remembered his lightsaber styles and parries. He was a human, Vader assumed. He honestly 
did not remember. 


But he had never forgotten what happened after the bloody fight. 


Some civilians. One human male and one Twi’lek female. Judging by their clothes they 
appeared to be shaak herder. 


They didn’t stare at the fallen Jedi. All they saw was Vader. His already worn and tattered 
clothes were decimated in the duel. They saw him. His scarred body. 


How they had screamed. 
“AAAAAH!” 

And screamed. 
“AHHHHH!” 


Vader remembered not being to stand the screams any longer. He then raised his hands, but 
couldn’t. Young Vader hadn’t quite mastered the art of the Force choke. Instead he finally 
leapt across grassy terrain. Ending their miserable lives and unending screams. Running them 
through with an absolutely beautiful shiak. He then cut them down. Piece by piece. Until their 
bodies were bodies were nothing at all. 


And yet their horrid screams still haunted him to this very day. 


From that day forward, Vader always wore the heavy robes and cloaks he was well known 
for. Beings already said enough things about him. Dooku was probably the worst. Often 
taunting him through his appearance. 


“Brave of you boy,” their locked lightsabers crackled and hissed. “But let’s be honest, can 
your revolting body really take any more?” 


Though Sidious rarely talked about his appearance, which Vader supposed he was grateful 
for. Vader did not want to hear any more about his appearance. He couldn’t even look in the 
mirror. Really, he hadn’t in years. 
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Besides, even if he was the beautiful creature in the entire Galaxy, the Senator would never 
change her mind. She despised everything about him. Everything he stood for. But he 
couldn’t just disobey his Master... could he? 


No. 


At least, not yet. The time was not yet ripe. For now, he had to do whatever Sidious 
ordered him to... for now. It would not be forever. 


Sidious would know. He was bound to find out one way or another. Interrogate the 
Senator. Probe her mind. 


Maybe Vader could tie the Senator... 
No. 


Vader vowed long ago he would never be like the slave owners on Tatooine. He would 
never be them. Vader paced around the room more. Maybe he could use his will and put the 
Senator to sleep... but if his Master found out, he would still think of him as weak. Leading 
him to be punished for disobedience. 


Vader told himself he had to do it. Maybe the Senator would go along with it willingly. 
Maybe Vader could make the Senator see that he wasn’t... maybe he could just... 


Vader shook his tired head. Bringing a gloved hand weakly to his face. 


Who was he trying to fool? It was hopeless. The Senator, the Galaxy... they would never 
see him as anything, but a monster. 


I know you’re all anxious to see the next chapter of Unimaginable, but I decided next 
chapter needed a bit more time. For those of you wondering, yes, the big reveal will be 
next chapter. Which is why I wanted it a bit more time. 


Trivia: A shiak is the act of stabbing an opponent. The part where Grievous failed to 
kill Fisto is from an episode of The Clone Wars. 


Next chapter: The wedding. 
Updated: 3/15/2019 


Also I’m working on the next chapter of Personal. Since the holidays are coming up, 
this will probably be one of my last posts of the year. 
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8. The Black Wedding 


Hello, everyone! Hope you all had a Merry Christmas! Also, Happy almost New 
Year! 


Thank you everyone for the reviews, favorites, and follows! When I first started 
posting this story, I didn’t know quite what to expect. Now this story is my most 
reviewed and followed! So again, I just wanted to say thank you. 


Thank you to the Kinetic Violinist! 


Chapter Eight 
The Black Wedding 
The Imperial Palace 


Following the day after Pestage’s memorial on Coruscant, the first public appearance of 
Darth Vader and his fiancé Senator Amidala, their wedding finally took place. Much to the 
dread of the bride and groom and shock of the public. 


Attendance was mandatory. In attendance were Bail Organa, Mon Mothma, Garm Bel 
Iblis, and numerous other beings she had worked with throughout the years. She supposed 
this would gain her sympathy, but also mistrust. She would have to try to secretly give 
information now and then. To prove she was still on their side. After all that was very crucial 
to her plan. 


Padmé wondered if Clovis was here. She silently prayed not. Then again if he was or had 
at least heard, he would hopefully get the message and would stay away far, far from her. 


In the front of the massive chamber, Emperor Palpatine was the only being in the entire 
chamber who actually seemed happy. 


“Such a pity your father could not attend,” Palpatine whispered in her ear. 


Padmé locked eyes with him. She had a feeling she knew where this was going. “That it 
is.” Even if she had control over the invitations, she wouldn’t have sent one to her family 
anyway. She planned to keep them as far from Vader and Palpatine as possible. 


“Then I suppose it is my duty to walk you down the aisle.” He then leaned over and 
whispered into her ear. 


Padmé’s eyes widened. He wouldn’t... Unfortunately she knew the Emperor better than 
she would ever admit. 


“Thank you your excellency,” the Senator did her best to answer, “But I’m afraid I must 
decline.” 


The Emperor softly chuckled. He then whispered something else into her ear. 
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Padmé scoffed at what she heard, but the Emperor took her by the arm. 
Their long walk down the aisle began. 


As for Vader, he could have been carved from stone. Padmé had never seen such stillness 
or silence. Vader barely even breathed in and out of his infamous respirator. He seemed just 
as miserable as she was. Perhaps more. Well... apparently they did have something in 
common after all. 


They were going to leave out the traditional, “You may now kiss the bride” directive. She 
supposed that was some consolation. She also thought that while white may have been the 
traditional color for a wedding dress, if black would have been more appropriate. Vader was 
wearing black, along with Sidious and some of the Clone Troopers. Even the walls of had 
dark walls and decorative trimmings were painted dark colors. 


Padmé had long gathered the wedding would be nothing more than entertainment. Her 
calculations were correct. Beings were asking all kinds of questions. What was the flavor of 
the wedding cake? How did she and Vader meet? Was it really for love, or was it a political 
marriage? 


It was all just entertainment, so beings would forget the true problems. The Empire. Its 
Emperor Palpatine. All the “security.” 


“We are gathered here today to join this man and this woman in marriage.” He seemed 
more nervous than Padmé, who, on top of her simple wedding gown, she was wearing her 
politician look. 


“Lord Vader,” he began with. “Do you take Lady Padmé Amidala to be your wife?” 


No matter how much she hoped Vader would say, “I don’t!” Choke the life out of the 
priest, and spin around and walk out the palace doors with his cape flying in the air. After all, 
such a thing would give beings something to talk about. Plus it would not be all that out of 
character for the Dark Lord. 


Instead he said, “I do.” And though his voice may have been synthetic, he said it rather 
drudgingly and it sounded rather rehearsed. 


The priest turned, “Padmé Amidala.” 
Padmé swallowed. 
This was it. 


This was the last time she would called be Amidala. From now on she will be called Vader. 
A name she despised almost as much as Palpatine. 


But someday, she vowed. Someday she would be called Amidala again. 
“Do you take L-Lord Vader to be your husband?” The priest stuttered. 


While part of her body wanted to scream. To wake from this horrible nightmare, to turn 
and run as fast as her legs could carry her. Padmé knew it was too late to back out now. 
Besides, if she was ever going to get what she wanted, sacrifices had to be made. “I do.” Did 
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she really just say that? On one hand, she felt like she was going to be sick. On the other, 
Padmé felt relieved. That one part was over. 


“Lady Amidala,” Vader took her slim fingers into his hard, gloved ones. “With this ring, I 
thee wed.” She winced as he quickly forced the small band up her finger. 


“Lord Vader,” She did her best to control her shaking fingers as she slid Vader’s ring onto 
his finger. “With this ring, I thee wed.” 


The priest rather quickly closed his text. “I now pronounce you to be husband and wife.” 
He made a small sigh in obvious relief. Joy watched over the man’s face. The nightmare was 
over. 


For him. 
Cheers slowly began to build. 


But for Palpatine and Vader, it was only beginning... 


I know, it’s kinda short, but some of the good stuff is coming. More of Vader’s 
backstory and even later we will get to Padmé’s! 


Parts of this chapter I got inspiration from Game of Thrones, which I tried watching, 
but it’s not for me. 


Updated: 3/15/2019 


What do you think? Please review! 
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9. Don't Count on It 


Since last chapter was short, I decided to give everyone a bonus today! 


Thank you for all the reviews, favorites, and follows! 


Chapter Nine 
Don’t Count on It 
“Congratulations.” 


Lord Vader and Lady Amidala... now Lady Vader, continued to hear this word as they 
walked down the aisle as husband and wife. Vader tried to hold her arm, but Padmé refused. 
Her arm still hurt from the first time he grabbed her arm several days earlier. 


They lead the guests walked down to the ball room. Where a grand dinner awaited the 
“happy” couple and all the guests. Many famous Coruscanti dishes and alcoholic beverages 
were being served. 


While Padmé thought the reception feast was... grand, but rather over the top. As were the 
Imperial decorations, posters, and other propaganda. Beings were everywhere, many of whom 
were drunk. 


Vader on the other hand kept looking around. He had no interest in the drunken fools or 
food. Vader never ate or drank. Instead he kept searching for a threat or...something. He had 
been almost certain someone would try to kill the Emperor tonight. The Emperor was rarely 
seen in public. Much less inviting this many beings into his home. Especially with the 
presence of so many questionable beings. Like Senator Organa and his colleagues. 


So... where was the threat? Then again, if the threat was here for the Senator... he may 
come just a second too late to “save” her. Alas it did not appear he would be that lucky 
tonight. Then again, the Force did not seem to like him very much. This Force-forsaken joke 
of a wedding was proof of that. 


“Congratulations,” Every guest continued to say and even slur as they walked by the grand 
center table. 


At their table, long with the Emperor who was on the far right of the table. Vader in the 
middle, and Padmé to the left. Along with the Emperor’s elite red guards. Along with dozens 
of troopers from the 501st. 


“Congratulations,” Said a continuous line of humans and human couples. Very few non 
human species were here. Not even her own colleague Jar Jar Binks had been invited. Then 
again, she certainly hadn’t created the guest list. Nor was she certain she wanted to see him or 
any of her friends. She didn’t want their looks, accusing stares, and pity. 
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“Congratulations,” said a stuttering, but sad voice. It was Rush Clovis. If only she had 
married him a few years ago when he offered. For she may not be in this position right now. 
Padmé wanted to look up. Smile at him, but she couldn’t. She felt she would only be filled 
with more regret. 


“T don’t know why you’re doing this,” Though he suspected it had something to do with 
her father. “Whatever the reason... I’ll always be here for you.” 


“Rush, stay away,” Her tone said this was his final warning. 
“Don’t count on it,” Rush whispered in her ear. He walked away. Getting lost in the crowd. 
As the Senator shook her head, she heard another, “Congratulations,” said a furry being. 


Finally! A non-human. Bothan Senator Polo Se’lab. Now Padmé did not know the Bothan 
Senator very well, but again, it was nice to see a non-hum. 


Non-human beings seemed to be vanishing more and more from the Senate ever since the 
formation of the Empire. Even women seemed to be slowly vanishing. She managed to smile 
at him. 


“Congratulations,” said more and more beings. Padmé never knew she could despise a 
word so much. 


Padmé looked around for Bail, Mon, and her other friends. Instead she bumped into a man. 
“Tell me,” the man began. 


Padmé did her best to hold her politician look in place. She could smell the alcohol on his 
breathe. 


“My lady,” He took another drink, “What’s really between you and Vader?” 


“Our marriage, now return to your table please.” Padmé replied as nicely as she could 
possibly muster. 


“Certainly not a physical thing, right?” Slurred the other drunken man. “Does Vader even 
have a pair under those robes of his?” No one knew anything about him really. 


Padmé remained silent. She dared not move. She did not even to think about what he had 
just said or even know the answer to his question. While Vader had said such acts were 
unnecessary, she still couldn’t help but wonder. 


“Oooh,” The man obviously sensed she did not know. “Guess you’! find out tonight.” 


Padmé cursed the duo inside her head. Though was she mad at them? Or the fact that they 
may be right? She also longed for a blaster, but that wasn’t possible. And she certainly did not 
want to ask Palpatine or Vader for help. Instead she decided to wave down a guard over in the 
comer. He began making his way towards her. 


“Eh, probably not,” The other man snickered. He turned wrapping an arm around his 
friend’s shoulder. ‘Come on, we’ll catch her later.’ He whispered to the other man. “Perhaps 
we could fill in for hubby Vader.” 


The guard had almost caught up with the drunken pair, but suddenly stopped. 
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Padmé was most perturbed and could not understand why. A moment she did as she the 
duo’s laughter was die as they were suddenly gasping for air. As if a something, not a rope, a 
hand— an invisible hand was squeezing their necks. Cutting off their oxygen. A moment later 
they dropped to their knees. Everyone in the ball room was staring. A few moments later, life 
left their bodies. 


A moment later, Vader spun around. “Come wife,” he instructed. Taking her forcibly by 
the arm. 


Padmé couldn’t help but notice Palpatine’s sickening smile as they abruptly left the room. 


Review please! 


Don’t worry, I’m working on Surprises: Unimaginable, but I’m taking a little extra 
time to make sure everything is just right. 


Updated: 3/15/2019 


Please leave a review. 
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10. Completing the Union 


Happy New Year everyone! 
Thank you for the reviews, favorites, and follows. 


A hundred reviews! This is so exciting! 


Chapter Ten 
Completing the Union 


They arrived at Darth Vader’s mysterious palace less than five standard minutes later by 
his personal shuttle. 


While there had been many rumors about Vader’s palace, from the fact that there were 
more Vader-bots here. There was some rumor that Vader was one of many in a droid army 
made by the now dead Confederacy of Independent Systems. Though again, the key word in 
that sentence was rumor. 


Once again, Vader took Padmé by the upper arm. It was rather uncomfortable and it was 
beginning to hurt. She tried to resist, but Vader didn’t seem to be listening or really care. Still, 
she kept trying to wiggle free of his grip. If only she had taken some of the butter at the feast. 


They walked onto the large, grand landing pad. They went through a door and down a 
hallway and into a turbolift. They took it down a few floors. Vader pressed on, holding her 
even more tightly but walking slower. Looking around for something? Someone? 


Vader narrowed his eyes at one of the walls. Padmé tried looking for whatever it was he 
was looking but before she could find it, he tightened his grip even further around her arm 
and led into a chamber. Upon entrance his grip began to loosen, then he finally released her. 


Padmé rubbed her aching arm, this was getting old. 


As she tried to sooth her aching arms, she scanned the chambers. It was large sitting area, 
with more greel wood furniture. She paled as she went into the room attached. There were 
two bedside tables. Lamps. And of course one large bed. 


Padmé turned to Vader. Her arms crossed. “You said—” 


Vader paced around the room slightly. “My Master has...” Once again, Vader lowered his 
head. He placed his hands on his hips. Then he looked up to meet her eyes. “He instructed me 
to... complete this union.” He felt like a weak fool. 


“There is one final element of the marriage to discuss with you,” Sidious began. “Now, 
Lord Vader, I know your body has suffered a great deal of damage. Though that doesn’t make 
any less up to the task.” 


The task? “Master?” Was he saying... 
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“Since you lack the intelligence to comprehend my subtle words, allow me to explain it to 
you in simple terms, Lord Vader.” 


Vader never appreciated being treated like some simpleton. 


“I want you to screw her.” Sidious began. ‘I have no doubt she will please you,’ Sidious 
smirked. “I once recall, how a mere nine year old once lusted after the simple handmaiden 
Naberrie?” 


Not only did Vader feel enraged, but completely humiliated. Though he did his best to 
control it, “Master,” Vader hesitated. “Master, I already explained to the Senator that—” 


“And now I am explaining to you!” Sidious roared. “Do I make myself clear Lord 
Vader?” 


Now having a new clue into his Master’s latest test, Vader hesitantly answered, “Yes, my 
Master.” 


Padmé froze. Not even bothering to mask her horrified face. A moment later, after she 
made herself digest what she just heard, she went over to the wine cabinet. Normally, Padmé 
rarely drank. However, these were far from ordinary circumstances. Padmé poured herself a 
glass of some sort of alcohol. Wine perhaps? She didn’t really care what it was. Just as long 
as it would help... somehow. Give her some magical idea on how to escape this nightmare. 


While Padmé was hardly a virgin anymore she still had no interest whatsoever in sleeping 
with Lord Vader. Not sleeping with him was part of what made the marriage so appealing. 
She shuttered as she heard Vader loosen his belt. Making the thought, the nightmare seem all 
the more real. 


Padmé brown eyes moved from the outside to her glass. She stared at it with fascination. 
Could she drug Vader? She blinked a few times. That was crazy. Well, it wasn’t entirely a 
crazy idea. It would give her a chance to escape... but how? He had not eaten or drank so 
much as a glass of water at the feast. And had he not once publicly boasted about never eating 
or sleeping? So was he even human? Were their species even compatible? Though if they 
were not, why would the Emperor order him to consummate—rape her. Perhaps the Emperor 
did not know... though that somehow seemed unlikely. Surely he knew everything about the 
being that carried out his will. 


“Your thoughts betray you, Senator,” Vader remarked. His eyes studied her complete 
curiosity. He seemed somehow impressed. 


Padmé stared at him. So Sith Lords could also read minds. Wonderful. Not only was she 
about to lose her body, but even her own thoughts were no longer private. 


Vader watched as Padmé began to undress. She silently instructed herself to fight back the 
tears. Padmé would not cry. She would not give him or more importantly, the Emperor that 
satisfaction. But someday... Well, she couldn’t finish that with a mind reader in front of her. 


Though Vader didn’t seem to notice. He seemed to be... elsewhere. His yellow eyes were 
looking past her. Out the window or somewhere. 


Which made Padmé feel somehow annoyed. If they were going to do this, could he at least 
pay attention to her? Or had changed his mind... no. She sensed that was completely unlikely. 
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Vader closed his eyes. A moment later he slowly backed away. Placing in hands on the 
desk. As if in defeat. 


Padmé became confused. Was something wrong? She turned her head to the left. 


A wardrobe opened across the room. A moment later, an unfamiliar white robe came to her 
side. 


Padmé stared at for a moment. In confusion. Then slowly accepted it. Picking it up and 
putting it on. Then relief and more confusion. He wasn’t going to. Because he couldn’t? Or 
because he didn’t want to force her? Neither seemed plausible. Nonetheless, she was still... 
grateful? Grateful towards Vader? Lord Vader? Yes, she truly was on the path of insanity. 
Then again that ship had probably sailed with the “I do’s”. 


Or had she thought too soon? 


Padmé then turned, but Vader grabbed her. Causing her heart to almost leap out of her 
chest. However her self-defense instincts kicked in. She elbowed the Dark Lord in the 
stomach. Then her right hand tried to grab one of his lightsabers but it was too late. He hand 
caught her arm. 


A frustrated Vader pulled her towards the bed. 
Had he changed his mind? 


Vader then took a small knife from his belt. “Hold still,” The Dark Lord instructed her. As 
if she was some difficult child. 


Padmé screamed, “What are you—” 


“Evidence for the Emperor.” At least, hopefully he would buy that they consummated the 
marriage. 


After several drops of blood fell onto the sheets. Vader then took a small packet of bacta 
from his belt and placed it on her hand. “It will heal by morning.” Then his eyes met hers. 
They seemed darker than normal. ‘You will not tell anyone of this.” He moved in even closer, 
“Or you will suffer far worse,” he warned. Meaning that he would kill her. 


Or worse. 


Padmé agreed with a slight nod of her head. She had no intention of telling anyone 
anything. She wasn’t even certain if anyone would believe her. “Thank you,” she said. Before 
she could stop herself. “I think,” Padmé added. 


Thank you? 


Had she really just said that? Padmé didn’t know what else to say or think. Her mind 
continued to race with confusion, anger, and again gratefulness towards the man. 


Vader didn’t seem to hear or know how to respond. 
She doubted the Emperor said ever said such a thing to him. 


“Goodnight,” Vader huffed a moment later. 
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“And where will you sleep?” The suite only had one bed. Then this was a palace and 
probably full of beds... or was it? Again, Vader’s boast about never sleeping or... doing 
anything human for matter. She could also smell fresh paint and despite the greel wood, 
everything else seemed new. Smelled new. 


“T don’t,” Vader had not slept in years. He did not need to. Besides sleep brought dreams... 
and dreams brought nightmares. “I shall meditate.” His dark tone said do not disturb me. He 
found it soothing. Which something he needed after this nightmare of day. 


Vader looked at her once more. 


For a moment, Padmé was certain he wasn’t going to let her go. As if he regretted the 
decision. 


Vader narrowed his eyes. 


As Padmé thought he was going to leap across the room. Instead, he turned around and 
left. Cape flying behind him. 


Now I know a lot of you are disappointed they didn’t have sex. Though don’t worry, 
they will... later, but not for awhile. So try not to keep asking me about it too much. I 
thought about it, but I wanted them to get to know each first. Also I would like readers 
to get to know them more too since this is is an alternate universe. 


Trivia: I’ve had this chapter for awhile. It was in one of my earlier drafts, which was 
called You May Now Kiss the Bride. 


Next chapter: We understand why Vader didn’t force Padmé. More backstory for 
him in the next several chapters. 


Updated: 3/15/2019 


Review please! 
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11. Hopeless 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 


Chapter Eleven 
Hopeless 


Darth Vader sat in a small chair. His right hand holding up his tired head. Oh, how he 
wanted to go to one of his many meditation chambers. Go in. Lock the door and never come 
out. But he couldn’t. Not right now. Given he was supposed to with his wife right now. He 
knew there was a spy camera planted right outside the suite. 


Perhaps in a few hours. 


The Sith Lord supposed he would try to meditate. However, he sensed that would be 
completely and utterly hopeless. 


Especially with tonight’s events weighing heavily on his mind. 


Vader knew he should have done what his master had instructed him to do. Maybe. He 
sensed— practically knew that this marriage was all part of some elaborate test his Master 
cooked up. Though for what exactly— the Dark Lord had not a clue. Yes, he knew the 
marriage was part of a power play and publicity stunt. To get the Senator and her people 
under his thumb. To distract the public from their petty complaints. He understood that much. 
But again, what else— whatever he was being tested on, Vader could not say. 


Loyalty? 


His Master was testing how far his attachment to this woman could go? That this was 
some sort of trick. To see if he would really sleep with her when his Master really didn’t want 
him to. After all, his Master had normally discouraged such things. Yet now he encouraged 
them? It was completely confusing. It made his tired head ache. 


Or perhaps it was to see if he would follow his Masters orders? Including these now... 
insane orders. Hopefully the bloody sheets would be proof enough and that would be the end 
of it. 


And surely he had proven those things many times in the past. Killing Jedi. Civilians. 
Males, females, younglings. Entire clans and species. Wiping out worlds and systems. 
Without thought or question. 


Then again, nothing he ever he did truly pleased his Master. Nothing ever would. 


But no matter, that wouldn’t be a problem. Not for long. One day he would kill his Master 
and take the throne as his. Rightfully his. 
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So until earlier he had decided to go forth and not care if this was a trick. He could fulfill 
any curiosities about sex. Perhaps even end his attraction towards the Senator— by having 
her. Not to mention to silence those who dared mock him and their doubts about him being up 
to the task. And though he would die before he ever admitted it, to prove it to himself too. 


But he couldn’t. Not when he saw that look in the Senator’s eyes earlier. A look he had 
many times before. A lifetime ago. 


Growing up in a lawless system, Anakin Skywalker witnessed many things as a child. One 
of them was the abuse towards slaves. While he and his mother, Shmi had been fortunate. 
After all they were humans. Others, mainly non-humans, from females, sometimes males, and 
even younglings had not been so fortunate. Especially in the home of Gardulla the Hutt— 
Anakin and Shmi Skywalker’s owner until the Hutt lost them in a bet to the Toydarian, Watto. 
Gardulla and her friends, all of whom had an attraction to non-humans. Particularly Twi’leks, 
who were often their favorites. To this day, he could still hear their hopeless screams echoing 
in his ears. 


Young Anakin Skywalker always swore he would never be like them. And though he had 
left that life behind long ago and he was no longer that person, Vader swore that same oath. 


So despite it being a weakness and Vader always loathed weakness— he wouldn’t force 
the Senator to do anything she did not want to do. He was better than those monsters. He and 
the Senator would do it when she was ready. Which would be never. Why would she want to 
sleep with him? She would have to be out of her mind. 


In fact, he sensed she had not even gone to sleep yet. He sensed unease and fear coming 
from the bed many meters away... or the closest thing that Senator felt when it came to fear. 
Overall she was fearless... like him. 


Again, she would have to out of her mind. Unless she was one of those schuttas that 
wanted him simply for his wealth and power. Vader had encountered several of those. Some 
Vader had simple ignored. Others he replied to by ending their pathetic lives. And one or two 
he had actually considered taking up their offers. To fulfill his curiosity, but in the end to him, 
it had never seemed worth it. What was so great about sex anyway? Especially compared to 
all the power in the Galaxy and more. 


Anyway, it was of no matter now. 


This Senator, however wasn’t one of those schuttas. Possibly one of the reasons Sidious 
selected her. That and he was of course aware of his... attraction towards the Senator. 


Vader cursed himself for his weakness. Being weak was responsible for getting him into 
this situation to begin with. 


And Vader wasn’t certain it was getting any better. Especially by marrying her— being 
around her all the time now. He sensed— knew she was going to be trouble. And the events of 
the last hour. Where they had almost begun the consummation— until he changed his mind. 


The Senator had clearly been considering liquoring him up. She even tried fighting him. 
Jabbing him in abdomen. Now it hadn’t really hurt. But it had caught him off guard. He had 
not seen that coming. Even tried grabbing one of the lightsabers on his belt. Vader expected 
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the Senator to be weak and completely submit to him, but she hadn’t. Luckily for him she 
wasn’t strong enough in the Force. He might have some competition. 


Sidious was correct when he had said she’d be a challenge. Vader had to admit, it was 
rather... intriguing. 


Vader shook his tired, aching head. 
Again, Vader cursed himself for thinking such thoughts. 


It was going to be a long night. 


Trivia: Schutta means slut in Huttese. 


Next chapter: Vader and some serious backstory! 


Review please! 
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12. Awaken 


Time for even more backstory... 
I must say, this chapter has really grown on me. 


WARNING: This chapter is rated a strong T (Teen) for violence. Now I don’t believe 
it requires an M rating. It’s nothing worse than we see in the movies, but still I thought I 
should give you all a heads up. Again, this story is the darkest one I’ve done to date. 


Chapter Twelve 
Awaken 
Fourteen and a half years earlier 


The tattoo’d Zabrak walked into the old secret base of Mustafar. The very base he spent 
the first few years of his life until he began his training. The base that would later serve as the 
final home of the leaders of the Confederacy of Independent Systems years later. 


But for now the base served as the prison of a sandy haired ten year old boy. 
Maul’s secret apprentice. 
“Boy! ” 


The boy used to answer this pronoun with the reply, “I am a person and my name is 
Anakin Skywalker!” But the boy looked down at the wounds on his arms. They were covered 
in what Vader would later learn are called skimms, small wounds by the edge of a lightsaber. 
Vader would also later learn this also served as a cleansing of his previous life, but also 
marking the rebirth of his new life and to awaken the Dark Side in him. 


Again, he had given up on that front months ago. Instead he simply answered with a quiet, 
“Yes, Master?” 


“You have a new assignment.” Maul then brought a floating table. “Fix it,” He ordered. 


The boy recognized the parts to be the droid, R4-99. The droid he had been flying with in 
yellow Nubian starfighter. The boy looked up, “But I don’t have any tools—” 


Maul ignited one side of his lightsaber. Skimming Anakin’s arm, again. “No tools, you 
must rely on the Dark Side.” Maul huffed as he exited the base. “I’m beginning to think I 
wasted my time rescuing you from that fiery crash.” That would make him even angrier. 
Something he learned from his own Master. Sidious would be proud. Not that he would find 
out and nor would he ever. 
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Weeks later Master Maul finally returned. 
“Beep! Brroop!” 


“There you go,” The boy smiled. “Now you can see more.” After being all alone for these 
past several months, it was nice to have a friend to talk to again. 


The droid could even roll back and forth! True, he couldn’t do much more. 
“Master!” The boy felt him approach. “Master, I fixed—” 


Maul ignited his lightsaber and swiftly the droid in half. “Very good.” He then turned and 
left. 


Then, the boy did not understand. Vader later understood it was lesson of not only patience 
and also in attachment. Maul knew he would grow fond of the little astromech. Darth Sidious 
also later explained that it was one of Darth Zannah’s first lessons under the tutelage of Darth 
Bane. The founder of the Rule of Two. 


But even if young Anakin— boy knew that, Vader doubted he would have cared. 

He didn’t know what was happening, but he felt something churning inside him. 

A storm. 

And then he let the storm out. 

Charging at the Zabrak with everything he had. 

Maul sadistically smiled. Had the boy forgotten about the chains? 

As Maul literally this, the long durasteel chains binding him against the wall snapped. 


The boy tackled the Zabrak to the ground. He decided the best thing he could do would be 
to grab the weapon. True, he knew nothing about the laser sword, but he had to try. 


One of the blades ignited... but the blade did not touch Maul. 
The blade went straight through the boy’s chest and then out his back. 
“You stupid fool!” Maul holwed. What had he done? 


True, the boy was still very much alive and could be saved. Now the Mustafar base had 
medical supplies. Unfortunately, it didn’t have the surgical team a wound of that magnitude 
would require. And Maul couldn’t just take the boy to the nearest med center. It would likely 
attract the attention of his Master. He and his endless number of allies had eyes and ears all 
over the Galaxy. 


The boy was as good as dead. 


The Zabrak pulled the blade out of the boy’s chest. The boy’s eyes finally closed. Passing 
out or so Maul thought. 


Maul decided he might as well dispose of the boy— the evidence. There was nothing he 
could do for him. 
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After Maul picked up the small, broken body and carried him down to the river of fire. 


The Zabrak was just a few more steps away from tossing the body in the river of lava 
when he dropped the boy. Not in carelessness, but shock. He did not notice in his careless 
drop, the boy fell not into the river, but onto it’s fiery, burning sand. Where the boy’s already 
tattered clothes caught on fire. 


“Master!” 
How did... 


It... it wasn’t possible. How could Sidious be here? Surely the scanners would have picked 
— then again, Maul narrowed his yellow eyes, there had been a small glitch in the system 
around a one standard hour ago. Maul thought nothing of it, but he should have known! 


“You have forgotten your place Lord Maul,” Sidious said the cowl of his hood. “Taking 
this boy as your apprentice.” Raising an accusing finger. 


Maul raised a hairless brow, “And what is he?” He too raised an accusing finger. To the 
well-dressed man by Sidious’ side. He certainly wasn’t here for a night at the Coruscant 
opera. 


Sidious looked at the man beside him. “This is my new apprentice, Darth Tyranus.” 


Maul felt his head spinning. New apprentice? Darth? The very words disgusted Maul. 
That this old human male was his replacement? Maul was twice the Sith he would ever be! 
And Sidious would regret this! The Zabrak growled through clenched teeth, “We’ll see about 
that!” 


“You forfeited your place as my apprentice,” Sidious snarled. “When you took that boy as 
your apprentice!” 


Maul almost laughed. “I was never truly your apprentice!” He pointed out. “You, my 
Master, still answer to a Master!” The Muun, Magister Hego Damask of Damask Holdings. 
Maul did not know his Sith name, but he knew... he knew the Muun was the true Master. For 
the longest time Maul had known something was not right. Really, Maul had always known 
something did not feel right about their relationship— his and Sidious. About his place in the 
Sith and the Grand Plan. Months earlier on Coruscant, he saw Sidious speaking with the 
Muun who felt very powerful in the Force, and everything fell into place. 


Shortly afterwards, Sidious— or Plagueis— ordered him to kill the Jedi Master Qui-Gon 
Jinn. Which Maul successfully completed. Now there had been his Padawan Obi-Wan Kenobi 
who sadly escaped his clutches, but no matter. Maul took off shortly later. Seeing that the 
Trade Federation and it’s weak-willed Neimoidians failed and had been captured. After 
leaving the Nubian atmosphere, Maul saw the destruction of the Trade Federation blockade 
battleship. As he began to pass the wreckage, the Zabrak felt something rather strange, but 
powerful! 


Maul had a vision of a mysterious robed figure. A respirator reminiscent of the Muun, 
Damask. 
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Maul knew the Dark Side had given him a gift and one he gladly accepted. He carefully 
backed his ship towards the wreckage and fired the two cable. In no time at all they were on 
their way to Mustafar. 


Maul refocused on the present. He quietly wondered if his “Master’s” new apprentice 
“knew this little detail? About Damask? Though Tyranus still hadn’t made a sound. So 
perhaps not. Of course, Maul had never really been an expert at being’s behavior. 


Sidious gave his answer in a political answer, “Plagueis is dead.” And really, it was such a 
pity. Had Maul not betrayed Sidious by taking the boy as his apprentice he would have finally 
become the true Sith apprentice. 


“Enough of this!” Maul said. He ignited his dual blades. It was time to end this! 
“On that much we agree,” Sidious turned to Tyranus. 


Maul became confused. “You’re going to face us off against each other?” The survivor 
would remain his apprentice. Maul suddenly felt reminiscent of his days at the Orsis 
Academy. 


Sidious nearly shook his head. The Dark Lord of the Sith had a far more... intriguing idea. 
Sidious gestured with his hand. “Lord Tyranus was once known as Jedi Master Dooku, his 
many Padawans included Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn.” 


Maul’s eyes widened. The Master of the Jedi he slayed? Maul almost smiled. Sidious was 
right. It was rather intriguing. Still, if the old man was anything like the Jedi he trained, this 
would be all too easy. 


Lord Tyranus ignited his lightsaber. The same color of blood as Maul’s blade. 


Maul almost expected the common pathetic color of blue or green blades the Order 
normally carried. Still, Maul did notice something unique. The curved blade— an unusual 
design. 


Tyranus noticed Maul’s yellow eyes. “Admiring my hilt I see.” Many noticed his unique 
blade when dueling. 


“T look forward to taking it from your corpse,” Maul growled from his opening stance of 
Form IV, Ataru. 


The Count did not flinch an inch, “We’ ll see.” 


And the battle began. 


As the color of red filled the fiery world around them, Sidious’ attention laid elsewhere. 
While Sidious was rather curious to see how his former and new apprentices fought against 
each other. 


Sidious knew Maul would not stand a chance against the Jedi Order’s former greatest 
lightsaber duelist. Oh no, Sidious carried no doubt in his mind that Tyranus would win. Still, 
he wanted to see the results and unlike his Master Plagueis, Sidious actually enjoyed a good 
duel. 
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And really Sidious longed to see Maul destroyed. Even incredibly tempted to cut Maul 
down himself. Every limb and every tattoo. For his betrayal. His disobedience, his 
impatience, and pridefulness. Still, Sidious also understood how personal this was to his new 
apprentice, Tyranus. Seeing as how Maul killed Dooku’s former Jedi Padawan Qui-Gon Jinn. 
His death had been the final key in Dooku’s long time souring relationship with Jedi Order, its 
Council, and Dooku’s flirtations with the Dark Side. So Sidious knew he had to let Tyranus 
enact his revenge and put an end to his one-time apprentice. 


But again, something far more intriguing had the Dark Lord of the Sith occupied. 


The boy’s scorched, broken body lying on the ground below him. 


At least compared with his former allies, the Jedi, Tyranus supposed the animal had style. 
Unique thrusts and parries. Tyranus supposed the animal— the Zabrak had potential. He was 
a skilled duelist and incredibly accomplished at acrobatics. Clearly he favored the lightsaber 
form of Ataru. 


Though like many of his former brethren he lacked elegance. Also his moves were rather 
repetitive. Relying far too heavily on his backflips and other acrobatics. 


They twirled and parried and danced around on the unstable sand and finally settling into 
Dooku’s preferred style of Form II, Makashi. Which relied heavily on one’s footwork. Boding 
well with the unstable fiery ground below. 


In the end, Maul was no match for the former best duelist of the Jedi Order. 


Tyranus found a rather small opening as Maul landed from yet another backflip. He was 
able to severe the double bladed weapon in half. One half falling to the ground. 


The other remaining in Maul’s hand. 


A clearly confused and panicked Maul raised his hand to Force push the Count back. 
Tyranus cut the hand off and then cut the Zabrak in half. What was left of the Zabrak 
crumbled to the black sand on the ground. 


The yellow but sated eyes of Tyranus turned to Sidious. He expected to hear praise in his 
glorious moment of revenge, but instead he heard silence. 


He felt anger and... urgency? 


Tyranus looked over to Sidious in confusion. “Master?” Again, he was surprised he had 
not heard praise or felt some sort of reaction by Sidious. Given that his traitorous former 
apprentice had fallen. Was that why Sidious was angry? Though his Master’s attention 
seemed focused on the boy. What was it about the boy had made his Master so angry? 


The well-dressed Sith Lord heard a small moan. Dooku snapped his attention back towards 
his feet. 


The Zabrak was still alive?! 


Before he could ignite his lightsaber to finish off anything that might have been left of 
Maul. Dooku finally heard his Master. 
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Darth Sidious was kneeling on the ground tending to the corpse of the body. He laid his 
fingered on the forehead of the boy. Without looking up Tyranus, Sidious snapped, “Bring a 
medical capsule immediately!” 


Tyranus while curious as to why there was such urgency in saving the young urchin. He 
hoped his Master did not believe that Chosen One nonsense that Qui-Gon believed to be fact. 
Still, the Count wasted no time and did as he was instructed. 


Back on the fiery black sand below, the Dark Lord of Sith lowered the small body gently 
on the ground. He then laid his ghost like hand across the cracked and blackened mess that 
had once been his brow. 


Sidious whispered into the broken youth’s ear... at least the burned flesh that used to be an 
ear. 


Then he set his will upon him. 
“Live.” 


While Tyranus was a powerful ally and apprentice, but this boy had the potential to surpass 
Tyranus. Possibly even Sidious himself. 


“Live...” 

Vader’s yellow eyes snapped open. 

“...my apprentice.” 

Vader gasped or made what sounded like a gasp through the respirator. 


Had he... he had fallen asleep!? Vader had not slept for two years. He couldn’t believe it! 
All his years of training and practice and meditation... he still had need for sleep!? His 
Master Sidious and his Master Plagueis, and all their predecessors, they never had need for 
sleep! He silently cursed the Senator. It was her fault. Her mere presence was reawakening his 
weaknesses. Like need for sleep. 


And he feared it would only get worse! 
He had to be strong. Rely on his training. 


And where was Threepio! He greeted him whenever he came in every evening. Wait! What 
was today? Between Sidious and the Senator and the Force forsaken wedding, he had 
forgotten. He needed to work on Threepio’s internal calender. He was probably downstairs 
still babbling and waiting. 


Vader looked down at his fists. He was too angry to tinker with any droid. Even his most 
cherished droid. 


Vader drew one his lightsabers from his belt as he headed upstairs to his training chambers. 
It was the surviving half of Maul’s double bladed lightsaber. Right now he needed cut things 
in half. Preferably beings of flesh, perhaps even Zabraks, but the training droids would do. 
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Again, darkest thing I’ve published yet, now if anyone feels differently about the 
rating, please let me know. 


Trivia: This chapter marks the first time I’ve ever done a duel. Now I have in drafts 
of stories, but this is the first one I’ve ever actually published. So it’s quite exciting! 
What do you think? 


I got the idea for the multiple lightsabers on Vader’s belt from Lord Starkiller from 
The Force Unleashed alternate ending. Maul’s saber was actually one of them. 


Lots of EU in this chapter. In the novel, Darth Plagueis, the same titled character was 
very much alive during most of The Phantom Menace. So Maul did have a point. Also 
Maul really did train at the Orsis Academy. 


Review please! 
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13. The Protocol Droid 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 


For those of you having a hard time believing Vader had not slept in two years, Sith 
actually do not sleep. Now early in Bane era of the Sith, Darth Bane and Zannah slept. 
By the time Tenebrous, Plagueis, and Sidious, the Sith did not sleep. They feel it makes 
more powerful not having to rely on sleep or regular human needs. Even eating. Plus, 
think about it, if you go to sleep, you might not wake up. Your Sith apprentice or 
another enemy might kill you. 


I think that’s another reason why Sidious looks so ancient, having denied himself 
those needs surely takes a toll on one’s body. 


Now in canon, I don’t know if Vader slept or not, but I wouldn’t be surprised if he 
didn’t. He was probably still haunted by nightmares of his actions in Revenge of the Sith. 


Chapter Thirteen 
The Protocol Droid 
Padmé Vader tossed and turned. Trying to find a comfortable place, but it was hopeless. 


Padmé could not believe what Vader had done. Had not done. And she supposed she was 
grateful. Still, that didn’t stop her from worrying he would change his mind sometime during 
the night. And so she barely slept. Lifting her head from the pillows every so often to see if 
Vader was coming back into the chamber. She had even armed herself with one of the empty 
alcohol bottles. What she would have given for one of her blasters. 


Finally, Padmé passed out from worry and exhaustion. She had barely slept in the previous 
days. Worrying about everything, from the Emperor, her father, the wedding, and Vader. 
Unfortunately, there were no curtains in the chamber so the early moming Coruscanti sun 
interrupted her sleep. Even with the covers over her head she eventually she grew sick of the 
sun shining on her and got up. 


Padmé opened the wardrobe and found more of her clothes. She sensed Vader must have 
had someone bring over some of her things. While Padmé was glad to have some of her own 
things, she did not like the idea of strangers going through her personal belongings. 


The Senator found her new “husband” down the hall. Sitting at a rather grand dining table. 
His eyes scanning over some holo documents. 


Vader did not even raise his head to look or greet her. Then again he was a being of few 
words. 


He waved his hand. Resulting in several droids coming from the kitchenette carrying 
several trays of food. More than enough to feed a small army. From fruit to muffins. Blue 
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milk and even Nubian bread. She had to admit she was impressed. But that didn’t stop her 
from staring at all the food with uncertainty. No matter how hungry she was, she would not 
risk Vader trying what she considered last night. 


Vader saw her hesitation. “It’s not poisonous.” His eyes rolled in annoyance. Sensing her 
hesitancy. “I have no interest in harming you, Senator.” 


At least, for now. 


Besides wasn’t last night proof enough? Nor would not suit his Masters’ purposes if she 
died— for now— whatever those purposes truly were. He sensed there was more to this 
marriage and he wanted to know what it was. Killing the Senator would not get him any 
closer to that answer. 


The Senator ate a few bites and asked, “When will the rest of my things arrive?” 


“Soon,” Vader huffed. “Your staff is currently packing up your possessions at your former 
residence.” She should expect them this afternoon. 


“And my staff?” Padmé asked. “My handmaidens?” 
“No,” Vader coldly answered. 
Padmé’s eyebrows made a v, “You said—” 


“T said I make no promises,” Vader replied. *Now eat, “He instructed. Before he lost 
patience. 


Before Padmé could say or really scream her protest, a third voice filled the room. “Lord 
Vader you requested my presence.” 


“Yes,” Vader answered the dull grey droid. “Senator, this droid will assist with anything 
you need.” 


While Padmé preferred to have her handmaiden, she supposed a droid would do. For now. 
“Very well,” The Senator slightly paused for some unknown reason. 


The droid was a protocol droid with dull grey plating. “Oh... oh, hello Lady Vader, I See- 
Threepio. Human-cyborg relations.” 


Vader noted the Senator’s odd pause again. This time it was flooded with suspicion. 
Vader’s golden eyes then shot open. Then he suddenly realized why. Handmaiden Padmé met 
young Anakin’s droid. 


“He’s perfect!” She had said. 
Force! 
What had he done?! 


Vader should have shut the droid down and wiped Threepio’s mind— again! 
Reprogrammed him... given him some— some new number and identity. Really Vader never 
should have brought Threepio with him to begin with. Deep down, Vader knew it had been a 
bad idea. Yet, why had he? 
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Padmé finally answered. “Hello... Threepio,” She continued to study the droid. “It’s very 
nice to meet you.” 


“Thank you, Lady Vader,” Threepio said in an almost cheerful-like voice. “How might I be 
of service my lady?” 


Padmé was about to answer when Vader cut her off. “The Senator’s things will arrive 
shortly,” Vader said in what might have been a panicked tone had his respirator been 
programmed for such a thing. “Help her unpack. Now go!” Vader hissed. 


“Y-yes, milord,” Threepio quickly made his way out of the room as fast as his legs could 
carry him. 


Vader turned his head. Quickly searching for a new subject. He could sense the Senator’s 
suspicious thoughts. He carefully studied her more and more. “Why is Palpatine so fixated on 
you?” Vader long understood Palpatine’s choice of his bride was no mere accident. 


Vader sensed Palpatine and the Senator had some sort of past. Other than working together 
as colleagues and fellow Nubians he knew or could dig up no further information. Of course, 
there was very little information regarding his Master’s past. Palpatine had it erased some 
years ago during his time as Naboo’s Senator. Which made Vader almost grateful he grew up 
in the Outer Rim and few knew very little about his past. 


Though Vader had a theory, “You’re his daughter,” He finally said. He had wanted to ask 
this for some time. 


Padmé smiled through her sadness and fury. Her eyes never leaving Vader. 


The Sith couldn’t help but enjoy feeling her fury. It was a pity she was not stronger in the 
Force. For she could have made a great and powerful disciple. Then again perhaps not. He 
might have competition for his Sith apprentice title. Not to mention the throne. 


“No,” She finally replied. “No, I am not his child. Ruwee Naberrie is my father,” She 
insisted. 


The Senator insisted a little too firmly. He had noticed the emphasis on the word my. 


So Ruwee Naberrie truly was not her biological father? He still wondered about Palpatine. 
If not him, then who else could it possibly be? “And your biological father is?” 


“As I already stated Lord Vader,” She replied with her cold stare. “Ruwee Naberrie is my 
father.” Her tone clearly said drop it. 


Well, what do you think? 


We’re getting more into Padmé’s background. And don’t just assume Palpatine is her 
father, you’ll see. Also, I’m not telling, so don’t ask. 


Also, please check out my latest chapter to Surprises: Unimaginable, I was hoping to 
more reviews. I’ve worked on that chapter for a couple of years now. 


Review please! 
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14. Security 


Thank you for the reviews, favorites, follows, and reviews. 


I know I haven’t done a lot of updates lately, but next week is Spring Break so I’m 
hopeful I’ll get some done then. Also, don’t forget I’m graduating this May. I’m hoping 
to find a job, but honestly I don’t know what the future holds. I’m still planning to post 
this story, the rest of the Surprises series, and such, but I’m just giving you a head’s up. 


The first part of this chapter is from Theepio’s POV. The second half is back in the 
present. 


Chapter Fourteen 

Security 

Five years earlier... 

Tatooine 

A cloaked figure stalked around the moisture farm. 

What was left of it. 

Most of the Lars Moisture Farm was now nothing but rubble, flames, and smoke now. 
Or was it? 


“Master Owen... hello?” Said a voice. ‘Is— is anyone up here?’ C-3PO finally walked up 
the stairs. He couldn’t see anything with all this smoke around. Yes, a threat might still be 
there, but he couldn’t stay down there any longer either. All the smoke and heat was wearing 
on his circuits. It also becoming unbearable hot. “Oh, my!” 


C-3PO stopped at the sight. 


Two bodies— a male and a female lay on the ground. A third in his hover chair. He didn’t 
see any sort of wounds or red body fluid. However, they looked very... odd. How the 
positions of their necks were positioned. From he understood about human physiology, the 
positions were very unnatural. C-3PO began to understand that they probably were not alive 
anymore. He did even see their chests moving up and down which meant they were not 
breathing. 


C-3PO sadly said a said, “Oh, oh dear.” He about to examine the bodies further when he 
saw that hooded man again. At least, C-3PO assumed he was a man. He couldn’t be sure. 


The hooded man looked back at him. 


Then the hooded man began to walk towards him. 
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“Please... please,” C3PO pleaded as he began to shuffle backwards. “Don’t— don’t hurt 
me. I’m only a protocol droid.” He almost tripped on a sand stone. 


For a moment, C-3PO thought he was done for. He might end up like poor Masters Cliegg 
and Owen. His girlfriend, Beru and Mistress Shmi or whatever happened to them. 


Though he supposed Mistress Shmi was less of a mystery. 


The hooded man arrived yesterday afternoon in that small black starship in the distance. 
There was a few brief moments of shouting. The hooded man then took off on Master’s 
Owen’s speeder bike. C-3PO believed he did not even ask for Master Owen’s permission. He 
returned earlier today with was what was apparently the body of Mistress Shmi. Who had 
been abducted around one standard month by those dreadful Tusken Raiders. Shortly after he 
arrived, more shouting. 


A shot fired. 


A wave of red light. 
Pew! Pew! 

“Beru?” 

“Fire!” 

“Get help!” 
“...Owen?” 

Then screams. 
“DAD!” 

“OWEN!” 

Then... 

Silence. 

C-3PO knew that was not good. 


For awhile he hid in the back of the hovel. Hoping the Lars would come downstairs soon. 
Perhaps even call out his name or nickname, but they never did. Then when C-3PO could not 
stand it anymore, he came out here. He looked around some more. Hoping to find Mistress 
Shmi or Master Owen or someone. 


C-3PO did not have the greatest photo receptors, but he could spot a freshly marked grave. 


So that must be Mistress Shmi. So the hooded man buried her. That was good. It was 
proper in human and many other cultures. Though why hadn’t the hooded man buried the 
others? 


“Curious thing,” Said C-3PO. Humans were always such confusing creatures. Assuming 
this mysterious being was indeed human. 
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The hooded man stopped less than a meter away from the protocol droid. 


Again, C-3PO thought for sure he was about to do... well, whatever it was he had done to 
Masters Owen, Cliegg, and Beru. 


Though Threepio couldn’t see very well. It was too dark. “Threepio,” Said the hooded 
figure. So he was man. At least his voice sounded like a male. Really, it sounded more droid. 


But C-3PO noticed something even more curious. 
Threepio? He called him Threepio. 


How did this man know to call him that? Only Mistress Shmi, Master Owen, and even 
Master Annie called him that. 


Who was this man? 


The man’s yellow eyes scanned his grey coverings from head to foot. “Come with me.” 
His yellow eyes said, or stay here and burn. 


Threepio hesitated. He certainly didn’t want to stay here. All this awful smoke and the 
place was a now a mess. Really, he had never really cared for this dreadful place. Mostly 
because of the sand... sand was everywhere. On the ground. Under and in his electrodrivers. 
Making him always feel so itchy. C-3PO always hoped to leave this dreadful planet one day 
and go live in a lush green world or perhaps a city. With no sand, dirt, or bugs. 


But did he really want to go with... him? 
Not really. 


He didn’t know anything about this being. He might harm him. Use him for spare parts, 
torture him, or worse. 


But even if he wanted to, C-3PO knew he couldn’t stay here either. The farm was now in 
ruin. The communication devices were down. The closet neighbors were at least fifty or more 
standard kilometers away. He’d never make it. Not with darkness approaching soon and all 
this sand. He might even fall into one of those horrid Sarlacc pits, run into Tusken Raiders, or 
worse, Jawas. Those dreadful little creatures who abducted droids and sold them for spare 
parts. They might even see the smoke and be on their way here this very instant. 


Slowly, hesitantly, the protocol droid began to follow the hooded man back to his black 
starship. He had never even flown before. “Oh... oh, dear.” 


Present day 
A few hours later... 


Along with the rather all too familiar droid’s help, Padmé went through her belongings. 
She found most of her things. Some, possibly all of her belongings had clearly been searched 
through. Such as her clothes and underwear. Some of her clothes were unfolded and 
crumbled. She nor any of her staff did such a thing with her clothes. Making Padmé decide to 
go shopping as soon as possible. 
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So far there was another thing she had not found. Her communication devices. More 
importantly she needed to know, “Has my father been free?” 


“Not that I am aware,” Vader nearly shrugged. He did not know. He did not care. 


“Then where are my communication devices?” Padmé could not find any of her three 
portable sets or her home device. She wanted to personally see and hear her father. 


“They have been disposed of,” Vader simply replied. 


Padmé eyes widened in disbelief. “What... why?” Her old home comm device had been a 
family heirloom. Her grandmother’s and mother’s before her. 


“Bugs,” Vader answered. They had bugs in them. Probably planted by the Emperor himself 
many years ago. The models were at least three years. Possibly even before the war. 


“What?” No, no, impossible. “My security...” They were always two to four guards at 
each of the entrances. Nothing would have gotten by them. Unless... 


Vader finished her thought. “Then they were very poor security or they worked for the 
Emperor.” In this era, the latter was more likely. This proved the many reasons why he would 
not allow beings of flesh in his Palace. They were traitorous, unreliable, and unpredictable. 
That was one of many reasons why Vader preferred droids. They were loyal and could 
programmed to serve any means. Not to mention they could have their minds wiped at a 
moments notice. 


Padmé eyes went back and forth. They weren’t poor security... They had been on the 
Emperor’s payroll. And one day they would pay for their disloyalty. 


Vader sensed her bitterness. He understood and perhaps even sympathized to a small 
degree. 


While Padmé supposed she now she had a deeper understanding of Vader’s paranoia. But 
that did not mean she agreed. She did not believe in letting the Emperor win. She would play 
along with his games, but someday she would be free from his grasp. “Tell the security I need 
to go to the Embassy Mall.” She would need to purchase two or even three new comms. And 
also new clothes, particularly underwear. 


“No,” Vader said. “You will stay here.” 
“T need new comms and other items.” 
Again Vader answered, “No.” 


It was becoming rather repetitive and frustrating. “I am the Grand Vizier,” Padmé nearly 
screamed. Of course it was necessary. If he wanted to check or buy specific comms for 
kriffing bugs, then fine! But she would speak with peers. 


“The Senate is not in session right now.” Why would she possibly need to comm anyone? 
“Besides Palpatine is dealing with anything that needs be.” 


Of course he is, Padmé shook her head. “Then what about my family?!” She needed to 
know if her father was alright. 
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Vader gave a careless shrug. “Perhaps you’ll them see when you give a speech at the 
capital of your homeworld.” What use was family anyway? They were weakness and 
weakness got her into this situation. 


Vader silently scolded himself. The same could said for him. 
“Naboo is among the worlds we will be touring,” He added. 


“Touring?” Padmé supposed she should have seen something like this, their “honeymoon” 
coming. 


“Yes,” Vader replied. “During the Senate session we will be touring the Empire.” 
And he could not have possibly brought that up sooner? “When do we leave?” 
“At 1200 hours.” 


“That’s in,” Padmé looked at the wall chrono. ‘Three standard hours!’ Why in Shiraya’s 
name did he tell her this sooner? “I need to pack!” 


Vader supposed he hadn’t thought of that. Though he didn’t see what or why she needed to 
pack. Food, water, and medical care were aboard the Executor. What more could she possibly 
need? 


He followed her to her room and began to watch her pack. What was with this woman and 
clothes? How many clothes could she possibly need? Many of them looked to be worth more 
than most Tatooine slaves earned in a lifetime. 


Padmé felt like she may explode until she heard a familiar “Beeep! Vrooop!” 


Padmé exclaimed, “Artoo!” She knelt down to greet the droid. “R2-D2 what are you doing 
here?” Though surprised Vader was actually permitting another being to stay. 


“Droids are permitted.” Though he had been scanned for anything suspicious. None had 
been found. “For as long as he stays out of my way.” Vader had no problem letting her droid 
to stay. Then again, Vader wondered if it was actually a wise decision. Given young Anakin 
knew the droid. Through the respirator he took a deep breathe. Vader had wondered what 
would have happened if Artoo had been with Anakin on that fateful day... it didn’t matter. 


“Milady,” Threepio came shuffling in. “I put the...” The protocol droid greeted the Artoo 
unit. “Hello, I am C-3PO, human cyborg relations.” 


The Artoo unit beeped hesitantly. 


Vader knew enough about Artoo units codes and patterns. He could tell Artoo was saying 
something like, “Yeah... hello, you seem... awfully familiar.” 


“T do?” C-3PO said. “Oh, well, I am sorry, but I don’t recall having ever met.” 
“You’re sure?” Asked the Senator. She was even less convinced than Artoo. 
“If you say so,” The Artoo unit then beeped its number. 


“Artoo-Detoo, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Threepio reintroduced himself. He then went 
on to say how he wasn’t sure how they could have met. He had always been in the care of his 
maker, Lord Vader. 
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While packing the Senator listened with curious ears. 


Vader suddenly began to feel like the world was spinning and the future was some long 
uphill battle. While Vader had won many battles, he sensed this would be the most 
challenging. Yet, he always thought challenging Sidious would be the worst. 


No matter. 
He could do this. 
He would do this. 
He had to. 


Vader is such fun guy. 


Do you like knowing what Artoo’s saying? It’s not something we see very often. As 
far as I know the only time we knew what Artoo was saying was in the book, Revenge of 
the Sith. 


Next Chapter: The Executor and Admiral Piett. 


Review please. 
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15. Curfew 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 
Thank you for the good wishes. 


Also, one of you called the last chapter, “okay” in your review. Alright, but why was it 
an “okay” chapter? It’s okay. A little criticism is fine. 


Chapter Fifteen 

Curfew 

Galactic space 

Three standard hours later 


In the Core of the Galactic Empire, right outside the atmosphere of Coruscant was his 
prize from the night of Palpatine’s attempted assassination. In some ways, he also thought of 
it has prized for finally becoming the true Sith apprentice. 


It was quite beautiful in the gleaming Coruscanti sun peaking around the capital. The light 
was hitting the shields, metal, and durasteel of the Super Star Destroyer, the Executor was the 
flagship of Lord and Supreme Commander, Darth Vader. 


One almost might never have guessed it had a purpose and a name that meant the complete 
opposite. As its owner, Lord Vader once said, “This is my personal battle cruiser and I did 
not name it the Executor for nothing.” 


Aboard Vader’s prized Super Star Destroyer, Admiral Firmus Piett paced back and forth. 
Forth and back. Checking his officers, the cadets, the noobs, and other men for the third or 
fourth time. Making sure they were each presentable to his lordship. That their uniforms were 
smooth and unwrinkled. Not a single hair out of place. 


The officers were beginning to grow weary. They had been standing here for over an hour. 
It was all too reminiscent of everyone’s days at the Academy. The commanding officer pacing 
back and forth. Inspecting them again and again. They had all lost count. Secretly exchanging 
looks and rolling their eyes as he marched by. 


From the comer of his eye, Admiral Piett caught the childish looks and eye rolling. Did 
they not understand? He was more nervous than the rest of them put together and with good 
reason. He certainly didn’t want to end up like his predecessor. Plus if any of them were out 
of line or had something wrong with their appearance, they too might end up like the previous 
Admiral. So if anything they should thanking him for dismissing them and saving their lives. 


Piett realized he was starting to sweat. Lord Vader had better be here soon, he would for 
sweat stains to appear through his uniform. Piett looked down at his hands. Both were 
shaking. Deep breathe, he told himself. Be professional. 
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Breathe in and out. 
In and out. 


Lord and Lady Vader would be here any minute... Well, he looked down at his brand new 
wrist chrono. Really they should have already been here, but like the Emperor, Lord Vader 
was never late. Everyone else was simply early. The same could probably apply to the new 
Lady Vader. Who was a former Queen on her homeworld. 


Piett finally saw Vader’s shuttle in the distance. 
Surprisingly at the sight of the ship, he suddenly remembered to breathe. 


Until recently, Lord Vader’s private ship was a Nu-class shuttle. The past few visits, he had 
arrived in a Lambda-class T-4a shuttle. Which puzzled Piett, because wasn’t that the same 
type of shuttle of the late Pestage? Then again, Lord Vader had always been rather... 
overconfident. Also this continued to spur rumors that he was the one who tampered with 
Pestage’s shuttle. Rushing into battle without having a full strategy, enough troops, or 
whatever the case. Of course, Vader’s track record was beyond excellent. He had won nearly 
each and one of those battles with flying colors or by the skin of his teeth. Piett and most saw 
why he had earned the Emperor’s and the position of Supreme Commander. Now Piett and 
every other smart being would never say this aloud, but they just wished that Vader could 
only he could be a more... reasonable being. There was no reason to fly off the handle a 
choke someone to death if the Admiral or someone had their jobs correctly. 


Another thing, no one said it aloud, but Piett and and several of the men hoped Vader’s 
new wife, Amidala, might be good for him. She just might, actually, dare they hope— 
humanize him. 


Again, that was a big might. 


Given Vader’s track records with officers, paparazzi, and even citizens, their chances were 
slim to pretty much zero. 


A good portion of the Executor’s men were even participating in a secret pool. Majority 
had waged the Senator of Naboo would be dead in a less month. 


Assuming any of that love story garbage was actually true. Everyone knew that the 
Emperor arranged the marriage of Vader and Amidala so she would become the new Grand 
Vizier. Which made since to many. Given Amidala was from the same world as the Emperor. 
She also served as his Queen when he served as Ambassador to the Chommell Sector. 


Piett began to hear a familiar engine grow closer. 


At long last, they had arrived. 


Lord Vader’s private shuttle descended to make its landing. 


The couple descended from the landing ramp, but not hand in hand like one might think 
newlyweds would do. 


Vader came down followed. Followed by Lady Vader. 
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Both were actually wearing black. 


Piett took a deep breathe. Then he dipped his head and said, “Lord Vader,” He then walked 
up to greet the newlyweds. ‘Lady Vader,’ He gave them his best charming, but courteous 
smile. “Let me be the first to offer my—” 


Vader held up a hand for him to stop. 


Padmé Amidala-Vader was thankful Vader had cut the man off. She could not stand to hear 
the c word one more time. Padmé almost thought he was going to choke the young officer, 
but he did not. While Padmé knew it was wrong, but she almost hoped he would. Though 
Padmé sensed she would soon have the opportunity to witness such an act soon enough. 


“You may dispense with the pleasantries, Admiral Piett.” Vader growled as they continued 
to walk. 


Both Piett and Lady Vader struggled to keep up with his long strides. 
The two stranglers exchanged looks. 


“As you wish, milord.” Probably familiar with the fact that Vader did not care for 
bootlickers. “Milord, there was a—” He about to tell him about the maintenance work to the 
quarters of the noobs and cadets. 


Again, Vader interrupted the Admiral. “I will show the Senator her— our quarters,” Vader 
corrected himself. “Then I will listen to your petty problems.” As if he had any choice really. 


“Of course, milord.” Piett bowed respectfully to each of them. “Milady.” 


Padmé looked up to Vader. She was no expert on Imperial Navy though she was familiar 
with a few names and faces. “I thought Ozzel was Admiral of the Executor,’ Her eyes 
narrowed in mistrust. 


“Was,” Vader pointed out. But the fool was as clumsy as he was stupid. And Vader had 
enough of his failures. He slightly flexed his gloved fingers ever so slightly. Reminiscing on 
strangling Ozzel the last time he was on this vessel. 


Padmé nodded in understanding. She was also surprised Vader would personally show her 
to her— their quarters. Though there was probably a reason behind it... or maybe not. So far 
Vader was rather... over protective. A little possessive really. Not allowing her to go to the 
mall. Now, he probably did not trust her either. Though that feeling was rather mutual. 


Finally they arrived at the suite. It was at the end of a long hall. Double doors guarded by 
four clone troopers. 


The suite reminded Padmé of their wedding night suite. The furniture was in a similar 
setup. Yet it seemed even colder. She supposed this was an Imperial cruiser. Like every 
Imperial cruiser and dreadnaught, it was dark and grey. Strangely enough, even more than 
Vader’s palace. 


Padmé walked over and opened another door. It hadn’t confirmed her fears. Oh, no, it was 
worse than she thought. There was no closet space! She could only fit five to ten outfits at 
most. Where was Vader? This would never do. 


66 


And this was the owner’s quarter’s? She could not even fathom how bad the cadet’s 
quarter’s were. 


Finally Padmé heard his breathing. She smirked. She supposed that would make him easy 
to keep track of. 


Padmé crossed her arms, “If I’m going to live here, I need more closet space.” Looking up 
at him. Meeting him eye to eye. 


Need? Wasn’t this more of a want or desire? Regardless, Vader gave his usual answer, 
“No.” His tone said give up already. 


But that didn’t stop Padmé. She barely listened. “Also, I need my handmaidens,” She was 
determined. “At least Dormé.” 


Vader gave another unyielding, “No.” 
Padmé finally rolled her eyes. For Shiraya’s sake, he was impossible! 


Vader looked at her, “No other beings allowed.” There was a reason why he only allowed 
droids in his chambers. Whether aboard the Executor or inside the walls of his palace. Had 
she learned nothing from the bugs in her comms? 


“Then expect me to always be late,” Padmé retorted. 


“Then expect me to drag you to our appointments.” Force! This woman was impossible! 
‘Regardless of your appearance.’ Vader paused at such a thought. “Surely you can dress 
yourself?” Even after the beating his body had taken he still managed to dress himself. How 
incompetent was this woman? 


Padmé began to make her case, “They help me with my hair. Organize my appointments. 
Answer comms calls when I’m busy.” Not to mention it was simply nice to have a friends and 
confident around. “Can you do those for me?” 


Vader would rather be on Mustafar again. Besides, “What if their spies for the Emperor?” 
Vader argued. Why couldn’t she understand that? Beings were untrustworthy and 
backstabbers. Didn’t she learn that with her comms. 


“They have sworn oaths of loyalty to me,” Padmé pointed out. “Including members of my 
family.” That even meant Vader of all beings. 


Family? Hadn’t they been over this before? Vader had no use for them. Besides, “I am not 
a member of your family,” He quickly replied. 


“Oh, I agree,” Padmé countered. Hm, she pondered they actually another thing in common. 
This more of a business arrangement. She crossed her arms, “But you know what I mean.” 


“My answer is still the same,” Vader replied. He wanted to groan, this woman and her 
demands. His answer wasn’t going to change. She needed to learn to give up and give in. In 
time that would change or at least, it had better. Vader would not continue to leave this 
indefinitely. 


Vader was about to leave. He had enough of the Senator and her never ending demands, 
but decided against it. He had one more thing to... discuss with her. 


67 


Vader backed her against the wall. Trapping her as if she some sort of prey. “As far as the 
rest of the Galaxy believes,” He growled. ‘Every evening we are... enjoying each other’s 
company.’ He did not care if the Senate Arena or all of Coruscant was burning. “You will be 
in this chamber every night when I return at 2300 hours.” Knowing Piett, he would probably 
run late. Regardless, she had better be here. “You will not breathe a word to any living 
creature we are not properly wed or I will properly make you my wife.” That would hopefully 
keep her silence. 


The Senator never flinched. She simply... smiled at him. 


Padmé secretly knew Vader’s threats were as pathetic and empty as those closets over 
there. If was really that sort of man, he would have done it the night before. And if what she 
suspected was true... then there was no way he was capable of such a thing. 


As Vader walked out of the chambers, he felt concern creeping into his mind. It was as if 
she did not believe him. As if she saw right through him. 


Going by canon and the EU, I don’t believe the Executor would be constructed yet. 
Also Piett nor Ozzel would be Admirals. They would probably still be too young and 
early in their careers, but again this is an alternate universe. Also I wanted to use 
familiar faces. 


Trivia: Darth Vader’s Nu-class shuttle is from the comics, Dark Times. Vader uses the 
Lambda-class T-4a the Original Trilogy. Shiraya was the name of Naboo goddess. Noob 
is slang for newbie or newcomer. 


Update to Surprises: Unimaginable should be coming within the next week. 


Review please. 


68 


16. Power 


Thank you for favorites, follows, and reviews. 


SpecialSnowflake: I’?d PM you, but you’re a guest reviewer so I can’t. Anyway, you 
mentioned you were hesitant to read. Any particular reason? Just curious. 


No Vader in this chapter. This is a Padmé chapter. We begin to delve into more of her 
backstory. 


Chapter Sixteen 
Power 
Padmé sighed as she backed away from the closet. She supposed it would have to do. 


After an hour, Padmé crammed as many clothes as possible into the tiny closet. When she 
could fit no more she finally asked Threepio to find her... something to hang up her clothes. 
He returned an hour later, with Artoo right behind him. A long cylindrical shape in his grey 
hands... Padmé’s eyes widened. She quickly realized what it was. 


“Threepio,” Padmé starred down at cylinder. “Thank you for this... pipe. Can you find me 
a map of the Executor?” She would need to find her way around this vessel. She doubted 
Vader would help in that regard. More importantly she wanted Threepio to leave the room for 
a few moments. 


Threepio handed the “pipe” to her, “I’ll see what I can come up with, milady.” He headed 
out the door. 


As soon of the protocol droid was gone, Padmé focused on the pipe— the weapon in her 
hands. 


A lightsaber... well of sorts. 
However, it was a bit sharp on one end. 
A pike? 


Padmé had known many Jedi throughout her life as public servant, but never recalled a 
Jedi carrying such a weapon. Of course there had been thousands of Jedi years earlier, now 
there were a handful left, spread out across the Galaxy in hiding. Probably a very large being. 


Padmé studied it more closely. Again, the hilt was rather long. Over a meter in length. She 
placed one end on the floor. Even longer in height than the ancient Jedi, Master Yoda. Padmé 
brought it closer to measure it against herself. It was almost as tall as she. 


Padmé paused for a moment... Vader probably wouldn’t even notice. He obviously had 
many trophies. So many now he couldn’t keep track of them apparently. 
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Artoo beeped and then a moment later again. 


Padmé did not understand the droid’s language word by word or this case beep by beep. 
Though over the years, she had come to understand what he was saying and feeling. He was 
feeling hesitant. He was saying this wasn’t such a good idea. 


“Don’t look at me like that,” Padmé glared back at him. ‘What? He’s a busy man.’ Vader 
would never notice. “As long as you never tell him or Threepio for that matter.” She quietly 
added. Knowing the droid probably reported her movements back to Vader. 


The astromech droid did not make a sound, but did not seemed convinced. 
Padmé shrugged, “As I already said, he’ll never know.” 
And having a weapon would be most helpful. 


Her entire blaster collection had not been able to come with her. Not even to Vader’s 
Palace. It was rather a depressing thought. That they had probably been discarded into the 
recycler or sold to a collector. 


True, she wasn’t a Jedi, Force sensitive, or had any kind of training of that sort. But at least 
she would have something to defend herself with. Should need ever arrive and need would 
almost certainly arrive. 


Using a chair she set it horizontal between two vertical pipes. Then she began to hand her 
clothes on it. Amazingly, Padmé was able to fit them all in. She hoped she had enough. 
Padmé did want some fashion critic to get on her about wearing the same thing twice. Plus 
Force knew if and when she’d able to go shopping again. If she was ever able to. 


Padmé walked around the cruiser for a while. Threepio had been unable to find a map. 
No matter. 


While walking around, Padmé quickly realized she may very well be the only woman on 
board. Another reason why she wished for Dormé to come with her. But she hadn’t. True, she 
could have snuck Dormé aboard. The loyal handmaiden had even offered. Though Vader was 
bound to notice and Padmé feared he might kill Dormé. Besides, this was her choice and she 
would have to live with it. 


However Dormé did manage to sneak something in personal belongings. In the seem of 
her favorite cloak as she putting it on and getting ready to leave the private chamber. 


A small Hold-out blaster. 


Another weapon to defend herself. Now having two secret weapons. Making her feel more 
confident. 


Also a small sheath-like holster that fit snugly around Padmé’s upper leg. There were days 
she even managed to sneak into the Senate Rotunda. One could never be too careful these 
days. 
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And with no handmaidens, Captain Typho, or any other guards, it also meant she would 
have to be on guard at all times. That or find another bodyguard. The Executor had plenty of 
Imperials and troopers on board. At least one trooper or two with her. Ones she could trust, 
that is. Yes, she could speak with her husband... no. 


No. 


Padmé couldn’t even have something as simple as more closet space. She doubted he 
would go with something like a bodyguard. True, he said the 501st would serve her, but that 
was outside their “home”. She doubted they were available to her inside the vessel. She also 
highly doubted she would ever call the Executor, any dreadnaught, or Vader’s palace home 
for that matter. 


Naboo was home. 

Anyway, back to her mission. 

Bodyguards. 

Friends. 

“Good afternoon, troopers,” 

“Milady,” The one on the left bowed and began to head towards the nearest exit. 
“Milady,” The other bowed and followed his comrade’s lead. 


Yes, this was going to be awkward. At first. Things would improve soon, Padmé told 
herself. She remained hopeful. She had to. 


Then again, she had been hearing that and telling herself that since... since she could last 
remember. 


The first time Padmé Naberrie heard this was when she was five. After her was on her first 
day of school. Most were either freaked out or envious of her high intelligence and high test 
scores. And others were more than just envious... Her mother told her things would one day 
improve. Padmé had even believed and told herself this. Then again, Padmé supposed she 
should one day thank them. If they hadn’t been so horrible to her, she may never have become 
one of the most powerful beings on their homeworld. 


True, Padmé had her handmaidens throughout her time as Queen and as Senator. Some she 
would call friends. Others were merely fair-weather friends. They were only “friends” 
because it was their job and they wished to be close with the most powerful being in their 
world. Hoping to voice their views and wishes to the most powerful being on their world. 


If only Padmé had recorded all those conversations and show them what fools they 
sounded like. After they were done and she was finally left alone, they always gave her such a 
good laugh. 


The second time Padmé told herself things would improve was after she graduated from 
her primary classes and entered the Legislative Youth Program at twelve. She met Palo, but 
they soon parted ways when she went onto politics and he went on to be an artist. 


The third time... well, she didn’t like to think about the third time. 
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Padmé still told herself things would be better one day. If she didn’t then she’d given up 
hope. 


Things would improve once she had everything she wanted. 
Most of all: Palpatine dead. 

Then the throne would be hers for the taking. 

Power... 

The Galaxy and everything could— would be set right. 


Well, there was Vader, Padmé knew he too would want the throne, but she was working on 
that. 


That was another reason Padmé married the Dark Lord. Yes, she knew she had taken a 
great risk, but she was in the best position to learn about Vader. His weaknesses... 


Padmé might already have all she needed to know... maybe. Was Vader truly Anakin 
Skywalker? She was still not one hundred percent convinced. Yes, C-3PO was a large piece 
of the puzzle, but there could be another model in the Galaxy just like him. There were 
millions to billions of protocol droids in the Galaxy. 


However, if he was Anakin, did that change anything? No... yes? She did not know. 


If he was truly... and if it did change things, could she... save Anakin? Was that even 
possible? Or was Anakin Skywalker truly dead— in another sense. 


Padmé did not know. Besides, even if it was him... if was possible? Did Vader actually 
want to be saved? 


She had not decided and that was certainly not her primary goal. Did she even want to try. 
Padmé knew the Jedi did not believe someone who’d fallen could be saved. Then again, the 
Jedi had been wrong about many things. 


Palpatine was proof of that. After all, the Masters had literally sat in front of the Lord of 
the Sith for how many years? Thirteen? More counting Palpatine’s time as Senator and 
ambassador to Naboo. 


Originally, Padmé hoped when the time came, Vader and Palpatine killed each other. 
Killing two birds— vultures with one stone. 


Though she knew odds were, one of them would survive. Again, she hoped neither, but if 
had to choose... Vader, she supposed. She certainly did not want Palpatine to continue to 
breathe. Though Vader was not much better or was he? 


Padmé sighed. Wondering if and more importantly when she would ever truly be happy. 


She knew one thing for sure, she would never be happy with Vader. Even if he was 
Anakin. 


Padmé supposed that was why she had actually bothered considering Rush Clovis’ offer 
and had briefly accepted. Letting her think and dream about what a normal life would be like. 
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She supposed she would be happy. Like her sister and her family. Well... content for lack of a 
better word. 


After Vader’s proposal she realized she didn’t want normal. 
Padmé did not know what normal really meant. 


Padmé did not want to be normal. She had never been normal. She wanted something 
greater than the average life. 


Padmé always had been different. 


Though she supposed Palpatine, for the vile, despicable being was, he had been right about 
one thing: power was her one and only true friend. 


Sadly, little is known about Padmé’s background, but considering how successful and 
smart she was, I could see her having a hard time and being teased when she was kid. 
Being smart and successful always seems to bring the out bullies. 


More Padmé next few chapters. Also more familiar faces to come. Any guesses? 


Please stop asking me about when Vader and Padmé will have sex. After awhile, it 
wears on a person. 


Trivia: The pike lightsaber belonged to Jedi Kazdan Paratus. 


Review please. 
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17. Jumping to Conclusions 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 
Time to find out who some of the familiar faces are... 


Also, this chapter features one of my favorite parts so far, where Lord Vader teaches 
his men a valuable lesson... 


Chapter Seventeen 
Jumping to Conclusions 


After an hour of looking around the massive vessel, she finally found made her way into 
the dining hall. She noticed a few dozen troops and officers eating. She also noticed the two 
lonely troopers eating alone by the garbage baskets. 


“Troopers,” she greeted them. 


“Uh, Lady Ami— Lady Vader,” The familiar faced man corrected himself. “This is an 
honor.” He bowed. 


“A pleasure to see again, milady,” Said his brother with the same face. 


Padmé held up a hand, “I remember, Captain Rex and Commander Cody,” She had worked 
with them a few times during the Clone Wars. 


The two men both wore the same uncomfortable look. 
“Actually,” The man paused, “It’s Trooper Cody.” 

“And... and Trooper Rex,” Said the other same faced man. 
Padmé suddenly felt uncomfortable. “My apologies.” 


“Tf you must, know” It wasn’t as if the whole Galaxy didn’t already know, “We hesitated... 
a direct order, which meant well, it had consequences.” They were lucky to be troopers and 
not worse or dead. Though sometimes perhaps death would have been better than the 
humiliation the pair had suffered the last two years. 


Padmé eyes went back and forth. They were Trooper Rex and Commander Cody 
throughout the entire war. Unless... 


A direct order? 
Order 66? 


To kill and exterminate any and all Jedi. 
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Padmé knew some Jedi had survived the purge... with some friendly Imperial help? That 
was news to her. Of course, the Empire certainly wouldn’t want to broadcast such a scandal. 


Cody finally broke the uncomfortable silence, “Is there... something we could help you 
with milady?” 


“There is,” Padmé gave them a friendly but serious smile. After all, she was here on 
business. “I am looking for men to add to my personal security.” They were perfect. They 
were well trained and experienced. They programmed to be completely obedient. Except for a 
minor incident, but that Padmé was willing to overlook. Also, she knew them which made her 
feel more comfortable. 


If Padmé couldn’t have Dormé, then she wanted some sort of security. Actually, in a 
perfect world she would prefer to have both, but she had to accept that wasn’t going to 
happen. Padmé knew what she wanted. Someone she was familiar with. Preferably Captain 
Typho and his men. Again, these two violated a direct order. Though judging by their near 
crimson cheeks, she sensed they would never make that mistake again. They also looked to be 
hungry for the chance to redeem themselves. Not to mention, they were just adequately 
desperate that it would make gullible enough to overlook her lie. 


Padmé knew she was taking a risk with their lives possibly even her own, but she was 
taking an even greater chance by not having security. 


“Personal security?” Trooper Rex looked to Cody rather eagerly. 


And Cody looked at Rex, though not quite as eagerly. “I thought the 501st would be 
serving as your personal security?” 


Padmé put on her political face, but adding a kind and friendly face. “I have been... 
discussing such matters with my husband, and we feel... that I should be given my own 
security.” 


Cody looked to his brother, “He did?” Since when? Wouldn’t they have heard about this 
by now? What was Lady Vader up to? 


Padmé tried something to... persuade them, “Yes, if you need to, I’m sure Lord Vader 
would be happy to discuss the matter with—” 


Red cut her off, “Your word is good enough, milady.” 
“And me, milady.” Cody added. 
Gullible, but also fearful. 


Like most in the Clone Army and Imperials in general, troopers Rex and Cody had the 
utmost respect for their commanding officer and Lord, Supreme Commander Darth Vader. He 
was a true leader. Vader lead them into battle and not simply to their doom like some Imperial 
Generals. Some of whom saw the clones as nothing but expendable. More and more clones 
were dying or even retiring. Not being able to take the stress of Imperial life, prejudices, and 
post traumatic disorders from countless battles. Also many of these officers and Generals did 
not like nor trust the clones. Vader seemed to like them well enough. As much as Vader could 
like anything. Rex and Cody suspected some of the non clone officers and Generals were 
jealous and felt that Vader liked the clones more than them. 
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“Such... inferior beings.” 


“I’m not sure I would even go as far as calling them beings.” Many clones had heard the 
Imperials sneer. Sometimes behind their backs, but sometimes even to their faces. 


Vader never treated them in such a way. True, he had killed them for disobedience or other 
rather petty reasons. But unlike most Generals, Vader remembered not just their numbers, but 
their names too. Well, they were nothing more than nicknames, but to the Clone Troopers 
they were something more. From the top Generals to the lowliest Troopers, like Cody and 
Rex. But like every other sane being, they also had a healthy dose of fear of him. 


One hour later... 
Vader stalked through the Executor. 
Where was she? 


Before he went and checked on his latest project, he needed to remind her of their... 
appointment for later. 


He didn’t see her... 
Not even sense her... 
Nothing. 


Vader saw one of his new captains, “Captain Cedus.” The Supreme Commander called out 
to the man. Recently graduated from the Academy. Noobs were often eager to learn and 
notice every face aboard this Super Star Destroyer. Either to impress or to kiss ass, that was 
the question. 


The man saluted, “My lord.” He had a Corellian accent. A face most would probably find 
friendly and probably handsome. 


Vader wasted no time, “Have you seen Lady Vader?” 
He smiled as he heard the name, “Not recently milord.” 


Vader studied him carefully. Why had he smiled? Vader did not like it at all. Even more 
alarming, Vader sensed something. 


He quickly realized what is was... 
Desire. 
Lust. 


Clearly the man knew nothing about burying his feelings. Especially in front of his 
commanding officer. 


How dare he... 


Before Vader could say something or take more serious action, he was interrupted by a 
clone trooper. 
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“Excuse me, Lord Vader?” 


Vader made a one-eighty turn in less than the blink of an eye. “What?” This had better be 
important. 


Trooper Cody suddenly looked very small. 


The clone trooper certainly felt that way, “We... we heard you were searching for Lady 
Vader, milord.” 


Finally, Vader had an answer. “That is correct.” Though how did his particular trooper 
know? 


“She’s over there, milord.” He gestured over his shoulder and to the right. “With Trooper 
Rex,” They were standing in the break room. 


Vader quickly noted how Trooper Rex looked to be... on guard? What was going on here? 


“Actually he and I were hoping to discuss Lady Vader’s security matters with you, 
milord.” 


“Her what?” Vader thundered. He looked up to the other trooper and back again, “Trooper 
Rex, come here.” 


Rex slowly walked over. With every very single being watching. 

The pair of troopers suddenly grew rather nervous. 

“Sh-she was looking to have,” Cody quietly stuttered, “Some p-personal security.” 
“She also said she discussed the matter with you,” Rex quickly added. 

Shifting the blame of their foolishness on another? 

How pathetic. 

Vader remained as silent and still as a statue. He could have been carved from stone. 
“Milord?” 

The troopers were beginning to sweat. 


And the rest of the crew on the edge of their seats. Waiting to see what he going to do with 
them. 


While it was true, Vader wanted to choke the life out of the pair of disobedient troopers. 
Did they not have other duties to attend to? He immediately thought back to his other officer. 
Captain actually. 


Cedus... 


Even from afar Vader noticed the simmering look of lust in the man’s eyes. Even more 
telling were his thoughts of pulling her down... bedding her. He suddenly understood why his 
new wife was adamant about her security... 


He supposed half the crew had not seen opposite sex in months. 
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But why had the Senator not discussed this with him in the first place? Instead of going 
behind his back? Playing on these poor foolish troopers and their eagerness. Which Vader 
supposed, on some level he understood and respected. Secretly, Vader always liked the Clone 
Troopers more than the non clone Imperials. They were far better trained and most of the 
time, followed orders. 


Then again, looking back at some of the Senator’s other rather ridiculous requests he 
probably would have given her the same answer. Which he would have. 


Vader felt his anger boil. Though not because of the petty troopers before him. 
He then called out to “Admiral Piett!” 

Unlike his predecessor, Ozzel, Admiral Piett could certainly run fast. 

Vader practically heard the two troopers swallow. 


Instead of dying, they feared the next worse thing. Then again, death might be better than 
further humiliation. 


Instead he was about to teach them another valuable lesson. 
Vader looked at Piett and the rest of the crew. 

They too, were about to learn that same lesson. 

“Yes, my lord,” Admiral Piett walked over to see the trio of men. 
That lesson: do not jump to conclusions. 


Vader looked down at the small clones. “I want Troopers Rex and Cody receive the rank 
and title of Captain within the next standard hour.” 


Captain? 
The three men’s jaws could have dropped to the floor. Along with probably every other 


being’s in earshot and on the other side of the nearby cameras. 


They were just Troopers. The lowest of the low in the Imperial Army. The positions after 
Trooper was Sergeant, then Lieutenant, and finally Captain. Yes, they were qualified, having 
been commander and captain at one time. Though disobedience had landed them in this 
predicament in the first place. With a court martial followed by being stripped of their ranks 
and demoted back to troopers. 


And yet disobedience had now eared them a promotion? 
The shock three men around him all said, “My lord?” 


“And make sure they receive well and qualified troopers.” This time they met the eyes of 
the Senator. “I want nothing for the best for my new wife.” He didn’t want some other being 
to kill or lay so much as a finger on her. He wanted the pleasure of doing that himself. Plus 
when the time came losing disobedient troopers would not be a great loss. 


For now they would probably even be so grateful towards Vader they would do anything 
he said. 
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Including report the Senator’s every move. 
“Yes sir!” They all answered. 
“Thank you sir,” Said Rex. 


Vader barely heard them as he whirled around to go and find Cedus... 


T almost feel sorry Cedus. 
Trivia: Cedus is an anagram of the word seduce. 


One more familiar face to come. Any guesses? Hint: Not a clone trooper. 
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18. The Subject 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 
Time to find out what Vader does with Cedus. 


Time to find out who it is. 


Chapter Eighteen 
The Subject 
Thirty standard minutes later... 


Vader could sense and practically hear the whole crew swarming with gossip. Almost as if 
their whispers were currents in the Force. 


They were thinking that the Senator was changing him... 
Him? 

Darth Vader? 

The Sith Lord. 

Slayer of Mace Windu, the Master of Vaapad. 

The conqueror of the Jedi Temple. 

Change him? 

Never. 

She was not. 

Would not. 

True, Vader let the pair of disobedient pair of clone troopers go... for now. 
He had given them their undeserved promotions. 

Vader even let Cedus go... 

In a sense. 


Just a few moments earlier, Vader let the still very much alive Captain go right out the 
airlock after he ran his crimson blade through chest. The witnesses were now replaying the 
holos for the gossipers and every other being aboard to see. 


After all, he had a reputation to keep up and he wanted to take his rage out on someone. 


Besides, Cedus had to be punished for his “inappropriate thoughts” about his wife. 
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Plus it sent a crystal clear message to the rest of the Executor. 


From having inappropriate thoughts about his wife, the Senator to the rumors of these... 
bets. Whatever those were about. He didn’t know. He didn’t care. But the Senator was not 
going to change him. So they had better stop their foolish ideas or further action would be 
taken. 


Finally he found the Senator. 

The Senator gave him this... mysterious glare. 
Or she found him? 

Whatever that meant. 


Besides, the Senator was just steps away from the break room with Troopers Rex and 
Cody. Though judging by their new armor, Captains Rex and Cody graciously bowed. They 
then made themselves scarce. 


Vader found himself even more glad he had decided against killing them. 
At long last they were alone. 
“Thank you,” Padmé was finally able to say. 


Had she just thanked for the second time? On top of the clone troopers’ praise, Vader felt 
almost... he wasn’t sure what he felt. Also, he did not know what to say other than, “Is there 
anything else— other than your handmaiden that you require?” He was not in the mood for 
the Senator to go behind his back again. The troopers and her safety were one thing, but she 
had better not get any more ideas. She or some other unfortunate beings may not be so lucky 
next time. 


“No,” Replied the Senator. She kept circling him. Studying him as if he were some prey 
out on the Dantooine savannah. 


Foolish girl. 

The Senator enclosed closer... and closer. 

Didn’t she understand he was... in charge... here? 
Right? 


“I... I have business to attend to,” Vader stammered. “Don’t forget about our... 
arrangement,” He whispered or tried to whisper through the respirator. 


Padmé smiled, “Oh, I’ll be there.” The question is, would he? 


Instead of speaking, Vader gave her look that said he would be there. That she had to be 
there. 


Or else. 


Finally, Vader turned and shook his head as he walked away. Realizing his heart and pulse 
rate was up significantly. He had to pull himself together. 
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Vader had business to attend to. First, he finally better meet with Piett before he sent out 
some kind of search party or even comm Sidious. More importantly, he had other business to 
attend to. Business that involved the future. 


His future... 


Vader listened to an hour of Admiral Piett and his latest endless round of complaints. 


From worries of going over budget. From updates and maintenance to plumbing, heating, 
and air conditioning. 


Now Vader did not care about credits or cost. Though he certainly did not want to have 
backed up plumbing or uncomfortable temperatures on the Executor. Vader told him to do and 
spend as necessary. 


More importantly, Piett felt concerned the latest officers and previous graduates were ill 
equipped and unprepared for a real battle. Especially when they faced real threats. Not just 
civilians or training exercises. But again, real battles and even the rebels. 


Vader could sense his concern and worries radiating off the man. 


Some of which, according to Imperial intelligence were well trained and had military 
backgrounds. 


Vader looked from the starry window over to the man, “On that much we agree.” 


This was another reason why Vader preferred clone troopers. They were far more superior 
in training and combat. 


After he became Emperor, Vader planned to re open the cloning faculties on Kamino and 
other secret facilities. Many of these so-called officers were an absolute joke. 


The turbolift stopped, pulling Vader back into the present. 


He had finally made it down to the lower levels of the Executor. The last two levels did not 
officially exist in the blueprints of Vader’s dreadnaught flagship. 


Vader had not seen his latest project in weeks. 


He approached the droid known as PROXY. A recently developed prototype holodroid, 
who was created to assist in the training of Vader’s latest project. 


And potentially something more. 
For all he knew, the subject had died days earlier. 


“What is the subject’s status?” Vader had not checked on the subject’s progress in over two 
weeks. He meant check early, but between Sidious and the Senator and the wedding, he had 
not found the time. 


Since Vader had found this being, he had given the subject test after test. To release the 
Dark Side in this being. Through pain, hate, and suffering. 
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Most recently, he had locked the being up in a small durasteel pit below his boots. No 
food, water, or even light. 


Nothing but darkness. 
To bring out the subject’s inner darkness. 


The droid looked over the subject’s latest stats. “Subject is still alive Lord Vader,” the 
PROXY unit answered. “The subject has now endured over three weeks and six days without 
sleep or nourishment.” PROXY handed Vader a stack of flimsi plasts with notes. 


Vader scanned a handful of the notes. What he found was, “Impressive,” Vader remarked. 
Looking through the stats. “Most impressive.” Had she continue to keep this up, she might 
actually break his record of four weeks and two days. Which would be fascinating but at the 
same time Vader secretly did not want to see his record broken. 


But even if he did, the subject had proven worthy. Really, he had not actually thought the 
being would even last this long. Even half of it. 


The droid was about to ask if the subject would remain locked up, but Vader cut him off. 


“Release the subject,” After feeding the subject and letting her rest, “Then bring the 
subject before me.” 


Later... 


Vader approached the figure kneeling before him. He studied the figure carefully. Both 
with his eyes and felt the being through the Force. True, she was still weak from weeks of 
starvation, but at the same time the subject’s power had grown since he had last seen her. 


“You were weak when I found you.” Broken from loss, mistrust, and betrayal at the hands 
of the Jedi. Then broken again when he, Darth Vader killed her ally. “Now your hatred has 
become your strength.” Vader ignited his lightsaber. 


For a moment, the figure thought she was done for. The lightsaber drifted so close to the 
her neck and shoulder she could smell it. It hummed in her ear. In some ways the figure 
longed for it to strike her down, but it never did. Instead, it stayed mere centimeters away 
from the right shoulder. Then Vader moved the blade towards her left shoulder, but again it 
never touched the cloaked figure. 


For a moment, the hooded figure stayed there in that position. 
Had she just been knighted? 
Lord Vader had never truly called her his apprentice. 


True, she was not a Sith, but still had she finally proved herself worthy? He had finally 
accepted her as his disciple. 


“At last, the Dark Side is your ally.” With a hiss the lightsaber retreated and deactivated. 
“Rise, my apprentice, rise, Lord Aventra.” 


Aventra was the name she selected for herself upon accepting his offer. 
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He called her Lord. 
Lord Aventra! 


Vader used the title of Lord, not Darth. Due to the Rule of Two, his newly christened 
apprentice was not a Sith. Not yet. However, if all went according to plan. Vader would 
become the Master and the Dark Lord of the Sith and she his apprentice or one of them. He 
wasn’t so sure he would keep the Rule of Two. Now he understood Darth Bane’s rule and its 
reason. Like he and all good Sith, they lusted for power. After awhile, multiple Sith would 
mean limited power and infighting and disastrous. Still, he did not want to be... to feel 
confined by the rule or any rule. Not to mention the Senator... but one thing at a time. 


Vader had finally addressed her as his apprentice and her new name. The name was 
combination of Ahsoka and Ventress. One her former name and the other her former 
associate. 


Asajj Ventress was once the name of the former Jedi and Dark Acolyte who served Darth 
Tyranus during the Clone Wars. Like Ventress, former Jedi Padawan Ahsoka Tano was also 
wronged by the Jedi Order, and after the Tortuga left the Order she teamed up with the 
Dathomirian witch. Which did not go unnoticed by Darth Sidious. The pesky duo had killed 
numerous Imperials and caused a significant amount of damage. Last year, he ordered Lord 
Vader to kill both the Tortuga and the Dathomirian. 


Or so the Emperor thought... 
Vader had only half completed the mission. 


One of them was still very much alive and had spent the last year secretly aboard the 
Executor. 


The young Tortuga raised her head, “What is your will, my Master?” 


Well? What do you think of Aventra? What do you think of the name? Do you like it? 


Trivia: I was originally going to use Starkiller, but going by the EU, he would be too 
young. Plus a few had wanted to see Ahsoka, in my Surprises universe, but since I don’t 
really have any plans to include her, I thought I could use her here. We don’t know her 
fate, well until Rebels season 1 finale came along, but I had this written long before that 
aired. 


I agree with Vader, stormtoopers are an absolute joke. They got their butts kicked by 
a bunch of Care Bears. Clone troopers all the way! 
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19. Trials and Visions 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Great job on those who guessed it was Ahsoka. 


Chapter Nineteen 

Trials and Visions 

The young Tortuga raised her head, “What is your will, my Master?” 

Vader watched her carefully, “I have a mission for you.” Her first mission for him. 


Lord Aventra, formally known as Ahsoka Tano looked up eagerly, “Your spies have 
located a Jedi?” Not only could she finally get out of this hell hole, but put her new skills to 
the test. Plus the thought of retribution was most pleasing. 


Though it was also secretly made Aventra feel... uneasy. 
Could she really do this? 

Kill a Jedi? 

Yes, they had betrayed her, but why did she feel so... hesitant? 


Vader waited for a moment. Wondering how she would react to this news, “Yes,” And this 
one had sentimental value. “Former Jedi Barriss Offee.” Offee had been locked away for her 
crimes during the final days of the Old Republic. During Order 66, members of the 501st 
came to her cell to execute, but Offee tricked them and escaped. For a time, Vader had even 
considered making her his disciple. 


Especially after watching a holo of her moving speech at Tano’s trial. 


“T did it... because I’ve come to realize what many people in the Republic have come to 
realize. That the Jedi are the ones responsible for this war. That we’ve so lost our way that we 
have become villains in this conflict. That we are the ones that should be put on trial, all of 
us! And my attack on the Temple was an attack on what the Jedi have become. An army 
fighting for the Dark Side, fallen from the Light that we once held so dear. This Republic is 
failing! It’s only a matter of time.” 


And little did the Order understand how right the “insane” Jedi was. 
Less than a year later, the Order and the Republic fell... 
...and the Empire and Sith rose. 


Vader was in the process of locating any Jedi when he saw the footage of her escape. 
Despite her past and how the Jedi turned against her— that she actually tried to help her Jedi 
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brethren so Vader felt less interested. She was nothing more than a loose cannon and test for 
Aventra now. 


Aventra paused. She seemed excited and... afraid. 


Her Master, Vader expected this. It was perfectly normal. Even he was once felt hesitancy 
in dealing with his past. 


However, if she was to go any further down this path. She had to put her demons to the test 
and to rest. 


Seven years earlier... 


Sidious stood there for a long time. Breathing in his young pupil’s new power, “Tyranus 
has taught you well.” 


“Thank you,” Said a young kneeling Vader, “My Master.” 
“T have gift for you.” Sidious cradled the object in his hands. 


Vader lifted his head as he took the gift. A lightsaber, well half of one. He studied it 
carefully. Not fully understanding. He already made a lightsaber. 


Then again, the weapon seemed... 
Familiar? 
Could it be? 


Vader felt a chill go down his spine. “Master Maul’s?” Not only was this gift, but a test. He 
looked up to his current and true Master, Sidious. “Master?” 


Who was... gone. 

A door opened to the lower levels. 

Vader began to shake. 

Nonetheless, he slowly went down inside the darkness. 

He had not been down here in over a year. 

His Master had kept him down here for long periods of time. Without food nor water. 
Testing him. 

His limits. 

Inside he couldn’t see his own hand in front of his face, but he could sense... 
“Maul,” Vader said through his teeth. 

“Boy,” answered the darkness. 


The darkness then turned to a wave of red light. 
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Vader ignited his lightsaber just in time. 


Present... 
Aventra lowered her head, “I shall leave at once, my Master.” 


She was nearly out the door when Vader reminded her, “Once you are off this vessel, 
remember the Emperor’s spies are everywhere.” Even abroad this very vessel. “Leave no 
witnesses.” That included Imperials, Rebels, and civilians alike. 


Aventra hesitated. Everyone? Rebels were one thing. Even Imperials, but civilians? She 
shook her head, not wanting to sound or feel weak in front of her Master. “As you wish, my 
Master.” She dipped her head, got up, and left. 


“And remember,” Vader called out to her, “The Dark Side is always with you.” 


Always. 


Seven years earlier... 

The only lights were coming from their blood red lightsabers. 

The quicker, much taller light threw the smaller one across the room. 
SMASH! 

Vader collided against the dark, cold, concrete wall. 

He coughed up some blood. 

He was losing. 

Badly. 


He looked to his bloody arm. He coughed up more blood. It was now leaking out of the 
respirator. It appeared the Zabrak had damaged his bad lung again. 


“You’re weak!” Maul said in mocking tone from six-legged apparatus, ‘To think Sidious 
chose you— a beaten, broken little boy to replace me!’ What a fool. “Soon he will see the 
error in his judgment.” 


He was Darth Maul. 
He was the Dark Side! 


“No,” Vader moaned through the respirator. ‘No, you’re wrong, Master Tyranus was your 
replacement,’ Vader almost could have smiled, “And one day soon... J will replace him!” He 
would see. They would all see. Vader had foreseen this years earlier during his time in the 
dark. 


Maul looked like he was on the edge of laughter, “You’re pathetic to believe that.” Maul 
shook his head. ‘I was never the true Sith apprentice.’ He could see now he was only a tool. A 
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weapon. “Just as you will never be.” He was just another one of Sidious’ tools. 


A moment later, Vader looked up at him. Remembering a trick he learned throughout his 
practive with Lord Tyranus. The Sith art of Dun Méch, a tactic that focused on disrupting an 
opponent’s concentration by the use of psychological warfare. “You’re right, you were never 
a true Sith.” And he never would be. 


Fury took hold of Maul. 

Vader wasn’t finished, “And you never will be.” 

It worked. 

He charged at the puny boy meters away. 

Little did Maul realized, Vader had been saving something. 
Something had been practicing. 

And had finally mastered. 

Vader held up his remaining good hand. 


Right before Maul could land and strike, his feet didn’t land on the ground. Instead he 
stayed— floated in midair. 


“WHA-?” 

His words, along with his breathe were cut short. 

In his mind, Vader wrapped his hands tightly around the Zabrak’s neck. 

He couldn’t begin to describe how many nights he had dreamed of this moment. 
Maul would never be a Sith. 

“But I will be!” 


Vader eyes began to glow as he watched the life slowly drained from Maul. 


A few moments later... 


He stood at a distance. Not wanting to draw attention to himself or more importantly, 
Aventra. She was disguised as a stormtrooper. She then boarded her Imperial starfighter code 
named the Rogue Shadow. 


Even after proving time and time again, test after test, Vader still was not sure she was the 
one. Which he didn’t see as a promising sign. 


Vader still wondered if Aventra would be the one or not— to help him bring down Sidious. 
More importantly was she the one that would serve him when he became Emperor? Granted, 
he would probably have many servants, but was she the one? 


The one who would help bring in the new order. 
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His order. 


Vader knew a woman would be his right hand. Though who that woman was, Vader 
couldn’t say. He had the vision shortly before his mission to take out Ventress and Tano. 
Despite the timing, he still wasn’t certain. 


Also he had noticed her hesitancy when ordered her to, “Leave no witnesses.” 
He understood her hesitancy, but it was an order and it to be done. 
If not the Emperor would discover her and they were both dead. 


Plus if she were to continue to serve him, she had to follow orders. Killing beings, even the 
innocent were a necessary sacrifice. As the Master of Sith Lord Darth Tenebrous, Darth 
Tenebrous said, “To we who dwell in the Force, normal life is little more than pretense. Our 
only actions of significance are those we undertake in service to the dark side.” 


How he wished his vision were more clearer. He had been meditating on it. Night after 
night and still, nothing! Not even a completely new and different vision. 


Vader made his glove hands into fists. Why must he be cursed with such things? 
Why were visions such a tricky and confusing thing? 
He then cursed them and that was hardly the first time. 


Vader looked at the chrono on the wall. He quietly flew down the hallway. Not wanting to 
attract too much attention, but not wanting to be late for his... appointment with the Senator. 


What did beings call these? 
Dates? 


However, they were married. Did married couples even have dates? Then again, this 
wasn’t even a real marriage. Nor were they a couple. So it probably didn’t even count. 


Did it? 
Vader actually did something out of character and rolled his eyes. 


Force only knew. This was all just as confusing as his visions. 


Vader arrived in the chamber after picking up a few documents for the Senator. He was 
almost glad to find the Senator. He was not in the mood to hunt her down. 


“You're late,” said the Senator. Amazing, she held up her end of the bargain, why couldn’t 
he? 


Vader made a sound which sounded almost like a growl. He also gave her a mysterious 
look. 


Padmé simply returned the mysterious look. She wasn’t afraid. Nor was she really in the 
mood. 


Vader and Padmé just stood there for a moment. Suddenly the chamber felt very small. 
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Quiet. 
Looking at each other. 


“So...” Padmé did her best to think of a topic and fast. She then saw Vader was holding 
some holo documents. “What are those?” 


Finally Vader remember the documents he had to give her, “This is the schedule for the 
week.” He then handed her the second document. “This is your speech.” 


Padmé briefly looked through the documents and didn’t look pleased. 
Though Vader could hardly blame her for that. Speeches were such a waste of time. 


Padmé scanned the document, “I actually have to say this?” What had the writer been 
smoking? Spice? Death sticks? 


Regardless, she was tired. She then loosened her night robe and let it drop to the floor. 
Revealing her modest but very smooth and silky nightgown. 


Sure it covered everything, but Vader couldn’t help but stare, “I’m,” Vader paused. “I’m... 
going to meditate.” Assuming he could. 


“Sounds good,” Padmé slyly smiled. Trying not to laugh. 


Great job on anyone who guessed Barriss too. 
Trivia: The quote is from Darth Plagueis. 


I may post a chapter or so of Aventra’s mission, but remember this Vader and 
Padmé’s story. Plus I would almost bet Rebels will explore that storyline somewhere 
down the line. 


Coming up: Padmé continues to test Vader, but will she go too far? 
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20. Modesty and Denial 


Thank you for all the reviews. Almost 200! I cannot believe it! 


We finally get to see Padmé’s thoughts. 


Chapter Twenty 
Modesty and Denial 


For weeks the Sith Lord and Senator carried on the same charade. With her guards right 
outside the door, Padmé arrived in the couple’s private chambers around or before 2300. 
Vader arrived around that time or sometimes he ran late. 


They barely spoke except for a few casual words. 
Padmé would look at him. “You’re late,” Was often among the first few words exchanged. 


The Sith Lord groaned or growled through his respirator. Always in his same Vader-like 
mood. If he did speak, he would say something like, “I was speaking with Admiral Piett,” or 
“T was collecting your speech for tomorrow... so it is your fault.” 


But Padmé was usually too tired to argue with him from the day’s events. She had spoken 
at a few worlds. Mostly just the Mid and Outer Rim worlds such as Lothal and Eriadu. 
Though she didn’t mind, every day that passed, she was closer to home. 


In the mean time, Padmé kept herself busy. 


Doing her best to memorize the layout of the Executor. She hated the idea of getting lost. It 
was rather embarrassing. However, as she studied the lower levels, she noticed some of the 
designs did not match up, but perhaps that was due to recent construction. 


Captains Cody and Rex continued on as their roles as her guards, it was also nice to have 
some beings to talk to. 


Padmé sent Threepio and Artoo on errands. Vader also tended to their needs and 
maintenance. 


She practiced her speeches. Aloud and in her head. Reminding her of her days as the 
Queen of Naboo, but she also had to make a few corrections. Fixing the grammar and typos. 
Again, either the writer had been on spice or Aurebesh was not the first nor second language. 


She also showered every evening and caught up on her favorite holo shows, including 
General Medcenter, much to the annoyance of Vader. 


Initially he threatened her to, “Turn that garbage down before I rip it out of the wall.” 


Padmé’s only response was to turn the volume up even louder. 
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Eventually Vader left her alone and sometimes she thought she noticed him looking up and 
watching the holo series with her. It made her smile. 


Overall, she and Vader left each other alone. Sometimes it was like they each pretended 
they were the only one in the chambers. 


Though Padmé was not sure if this could last forever. 
The more time passed, the more she considered it. 
And the more Vader found it harder to concentrate. 


Padmé sensed Vader was considering it too. Though why he did not bring it up, she did not 
know. Perhaps he was waiting for her to make the first move. 


Which Padmé had in a sense. 


At first, Padmé did nothing more than test him. Trying to get to know him better. To see 
how far she could push things. By giving him more subtle or not so subtle hints. Mostly just 
walking around in fairly modest nightgown around the chambers. Trying to get a response 
from him. Until recently Vader seemed to be asexual. However, the pair had been trading 
secret glances. Well, Vader had been doing most of the staring. Though Padmé had felt his 
eyes on her. 


More and more of these glances had suggested Vader was attracted to her. 


To me... Padmé then realized she was smiling at the thought. Why? She had many men 
attracted to her over the reasons. Though most for less than ideal reasons. Most of these 
pathetic men had been attracted to her number of credits or the name had made for herself 
over the years. 


Over time, the glances became some sort of intricate dance between the two. When the 
Senator looked away, Vader would wonder when she would give in. When he looked away, 
Padmé wondered when Vader would give in. Again, he did not seem to want to press the 
issue. Like the first night, he would not force her to. Perhaps he felt he might force her into 
something or did he lack experience? 


Hm... 

Perhaps. 

Vader was hardly the sociably type. 

Again, Padmé continued with her “subtle” hints. 
Flirtations. 


The modest nightgowns, she wore became less and less modest around the suite. She 
began to show more naval and some semi backless nightgowns. 


Though did not speak, but Vader continued to stare. 
His breathing did seem deeper. Heavier. 


One night Padmé even took it a step further. 
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“Vader,” Her arm reached out and pointed to the chair behind the fresher door. “Can you 
hand me my robe?” 


From his meditative position, Vader was clearly displeased to be interrupted, “Surely you 
are capable of retrieving your own robe.” It was laying right there on the bed. 


“That I can,” Padmé responded in a sharp tone, “But you will either have to leave the room 
or close your eyes.” In other words, she had forgotten her robes and other clothes. 


Less than a standard second later, Vader was near the fresher door. Who knew the Dark 
Lord could move so fast. A rather nervous gloved hand silently handing her the robe. 


Like the first night she let her robe drop the floor, Padmé couldn’t help by give a sly smile. 
She sensed he even tried to peak. 


Finally a few nights later, Padmé got up and went into the fresher. She closed the door and 
leaned against it. She stayed in there for thirty standard minutes. 


Thinking this over. 


Well, Padmé had been thinking it over more and more for the past several days. Really 
even before the wedding. 


Should she finally just get over with and sleep with Vader? 


Padmé knew if she didn’t, in time Vader or the Emperor may try to pull a fast one. 
Palpatine would change his mind and try annulling their marriage. And all of this— the 
marriage, putting career and reputation on the line would all be for nothing. 


Vader also might try to blackmail her by telling his Master they had not slept together. This 
would land Vader in plenty of hot water, but her as well. 


She also considered the possibility, could Vader be lying? That this was all just some 
elaborate trick to get her into bed? 


No... no. Padmé knew Palpatine. She had known him for a long time and more about him 
than she truly ever wanted to know. This was precisely something he do. 


Besides, the media may have made Vader out to be the villain. Anyone with a brain knew 
who the true villain was... the Emperor. 


Then again, how much did she know about Vader? 


Well, that was the question. Was it really little Annie from that horrible junk shop. Anakin 
Skywalker of Tatooine under those robes? 


If he was... how was that even possible? Yes, a part of Padmé always suspected Anakin 
survived, but how? But where had been this whole time? He had been... “missing” for fifteen 
years. Presumed dead. At least since the time he had made his grand public appearance a few 
years ago. So Sidious— Palpatine had stashed him somewhere? But where? And how did 
Anakin even end up in his clutches? The nominee of the Chancellorship, Senator Palpatine 
had been Coruscant at the time. Not even a Lord of the Sith could have made it to Naboo and 
back in a day. So... one of his lackeys “rescued” young Anakin? 


And turned him into the monster he was now. 
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Padmé shook her head. Scolding herself for making excuses for Vader. 

Of all beings in the Galaxy, Vader. 

Darth Vader. 

The Sith. 

The murderer. 

The monster. 

Yes, he may have been young Anakin at the time, but was really that same being anymore? 
No. 

Vader was just as horrible as the Emperor. He could refuse tell the Emperor, but did he? 
No. 

Nor did he have to kill countless beings. 


Vader could even kill Palpatine if he wanted. Which is precisely what Padmé and many 
others feared Lord Vader would one day do. 


Personally Padmé always hoped that when the time came, Vader and Palpatine ended up 
killing each other. The Galaxy would be a far better place for it. Not to mention leaving the 
throne all for hers to take. Yes, there were the Moffs, but she was the Grand Vizier so she 
outranked them. Plus she knew having to choose between her and the Moffs, many would 
back her. 


Padmé sighed. She shook her head, knowing she would never be that lucky. One would 
surely survive. Though if she had to choose for one to live. It would be Vader. Away from 
Palpatine’s influence and power might even help him become a far more reasonable being. 


Or would such a thing finally set Vader completely off his leash? 


She hadn’t thought of that before, but it might. Still, overall he was not with Palpatine now 
and he was... well, mostly reasonable with her. 


Yes, compared with Palpatine, again Padmé would take her chances with Vader. 


Besides, when she became Empress— assuming she could bring him over to her side— he 
might even be useful to her. He was brilliant leader, strategist, general, and Supreme 
Commander... 


What was she doing? 


First, Padmé defended Vader then hoping he might survive his inevitable encounter with 
Palpatine? Now complimenting him and thinking of uses for him once she became Empress. 


Padmé eyes widened as she sank to the titled floor. 
Oh, Shiraya! 
Was it possible? Was she— could she be? Dare she even say it? 


Was she attracted to Vader? 
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How was that possible? 


Vader was the most... well, one of the vilest men in the entire was powerful. A cold 
blooded murderer. Mysterious. A butcher of younglings. Unpredictable. He was powerful... 


No. 
No. 
No, there was no way. She was just summoning up the courage to do the deed. 


Next on the agenda, how old was he? Originally she, like most beings assumed Vader was 
an older man like Palpatine. Since he sometimes moved like one... and judging by how 
quickly he could move, he clearly was not. Again, leading her back to the conclusion that was 
indeed Anakin Skywalker. 


Wait... how old would Anakin be? He was nearly ten last time Padmé “saw” him. That 
was... Padmé quickly did the math in her head... twenty-five? Yes, yes, that was right. She 
sighed in relief. Not wanting to even fathom the idea of being married with some underage 
child. 


So if Vader was indeed a youth, he must have been gravely injured, hence the robes he 
always wore. 


Shiraya only knew what Palpatine had done to him. 
This was probably another reason why he was so hesitant. 


Regardless, Padmé shrugged. His looks would not bother her a bit. She had seen her fair 
share of scars. 


And not only the physical, but there were probably emotional too. Hence his behavior. 


Padmé wasn’t sure if she could save Vader. Nor that he even wanted to be saved for that 
matter, but perhaps he just needed a guide. At least an influence who was not named 
Palpatine. 


So... she had her answer. She was going to this... 


Padmé got up off the title floor and slipped her clothes off. All but her matching underwear 
and bra. She thought about taking them off and going out there completely in the nude. She 
smiled. Wondering what the look on Lord Vader’s face would be, but one thing at a time. She 
didn’t want to scare the Dark Lord too much. Especially if he was a virgin. She also decided 
to slip on her black, silk bathrobe, but leave the sash open. 


Finally Padmé opened the fresher door. 


Ah, Padmé, denial isn’t just a river in Egypt. 


Okay, I know some of you were upset that Padmé is not a virgin. Now I had originally 
intended for her to be one, but can you start to see why I decided against it? 


95 


Trivia: Fresher means bathroom in the GFFA. The name General Medcenter comes 
from the real life soap opera, General Hospital. Which I watch with my mother. 


Review please. 
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21. Lust and Lies 


Thank you for the reviews and Happy Belated Easter! 


As for those of you asking about why Padmé isn’t a virgin. One, Vader clearly isn’t 
going to push the issue. Also, Padmé is basically seducing him. I had a hard time 
picturing her doing that if she was still a virgin. Not saying that couldn’t happen, but I 
found it a little more believable this way. Make sense? Also there are other reasons, but 
we'll get to those. 


WARNING #1: Things will get a bit steamy, but nothing too graphic. It’s probably 
nothing you haven’t seen in PG-13 movies. However, if you feel differently, please let me 
know. 


WARNING #2: Some of you may hate me after this. 


Chapter Twenty One 

Lust and Lies 

Finally Padmé opened the fresher door. 
Vader’s eyes shot open 


Wearing rather... seductive clothing. Actually there was very little clothing. A black silk 
robe. Underneath lay a matching blood red brassiere and underwear. 


The colors of the Sith. 
How poetic. 


Vader got up from his meditative stance on the floor. His lustful eyes on the Senator. Vader 
had never stood up so tall and straight. Not even for his Sith Masters. He walked over to her. 
Circling her as she had once done to him. 


For a time now, Vader had wondered if the Senator sensed it was inevitable too. 
Apparently so. 
The Senator really wanted to... 


As he began to circle her again, she stopped him. Wrapping her arms around his hooded 
neck. 


Really this... this was more than he ever could have hoped for. 
Padmé noticed. She seemed... intrigued. 


She truly was not afraid. 
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Nor he. 


Of her or anything for that matter. Most men were intimidated by her. Her title. Her power. 
Then there were those that weren’t afraid but instead tried to seduce her for her title, wealth, 
or both. 


Padmé remembered a man once leading her towards a mirror at a gala, “Everyone says we 
make a beautiful couple, don’t you agree?” Said... she could not remember that man’s name. 
Nor did she really care to. He even had the gall to go on and on about how they would live. 
“Think of the beautiful younglings we will breed together.” Which they might, if she actually 
wanted younglings— children to begin with. 


Vader cared about none of those things. Power, titles, or children. Really they were equals 
on those fronts. Suffering from the same problems himself. Beings had been foolishly 
throwing themselves at him for these two long years. 


Nor was he afraid to ask, even take what he wanted. 

Well, maybe a little. At least, in this case. 

Padmé could sense his... his hesitancy? 

“Vader?” Padmé wasn’t sure how to ask this question. “Are you...” 


“What?” Vader stood there for a moment. Feeling rather foolish and self-conscious. “Is it 
that obvious?” Though he already knew the answer to that question. 


Padmé said warmly near his hooded ear. “So you want me to lie?” She wrapped her arms 
around the danger hooded man before her. 


Vader gave it some thought, “No,” he answered. He got enough of that from Palpatine. He 
hoped she would always be truthful with him, but she was cut from the same cloth as 
Palpatine. They were politicians and they were not to be trusted. Which is why Vader to 
planned to do what Palpatine wouldn’t and disband the Senate once he became Emperor. 


Padmé couldn’t help but smile. Darth Vader, one of the most powerful being in the 
Galaxy... was a virgin. What would the HoloNet say? 


Vader knew what she was thinking. “Had I ever... with a woman,” Or any being for that 
matter, ‘I would have to kill her.’ Vader explained, “If I didn’t, the Emperor would see me as 
weak.” Having a woman in the first place. Secondly, if he spared her would show signs of 
attachment and weakness. Besides Vader had been training, gaining power all these years. He 
didn’t have the time or even see the appeal to sex. Well, lately the Senator had been dangling 
the forbidden fruit in his face. Still, at one time, he had thought of finding a woman. One of 
those beautiful Coruscanti models or dancers perhaps and bedding them. But in the end, 
though they were beautiful— gorgeous even— he never saw them as desirable. If he didn’t 
see them as desirable, what was the point? Besides, they certainly wouldn’t find him 
desirable. Nor would they really want to be with him. So what point was there in sleeping and 
then killing them? If his Master found out, he would surely find a way to use it against him. 
In a way, he was married to the Emperor and if he were ever unfaithful— so to speak— it 
would cost him dearly. Sidious would probably physically punish him. Take away his prize, 
the Executor. Palpatine might even seek to replace him as his Supreme Commander and Sith 
apprentice. Vader never wanted to take that chance. 
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Until the Senator came along, though he never thought of her as his wife. Just as “the 
Senator” and another one of Palpatine’s games. 


Padmé stat down on the bed. Giving a nod to her head. However there was one thing she 
did not understand. “Why the exception for me?” Was she some reward or party favor for 
Vader? Now Vader did not seemed pleased to have her around. Though he was attracted to her 
and Palpatine probably knew this. 


Vader joined her to her right, “That I do not know.” Vader shook his hooded head and 
shrugged. “An elaborate test? Perhaps in time, we shall discover the truth.” 


Back on topic, “Besides, what being would want to be with me?” Truly want to be with 
him. Just for him. 


It wasn’t like the Senator was really any different... was she? 
No. 


No, she just wanted... something from him. Like every being in the Galaxy. Though what 
Padmé wanted, he did not know. Perhaps she wanted to consummate the marriage. In case, 
Palpatine tried to annul it. Though that would likely never happen. The only way she would 
get out of this marriage would be if one of them— him, her, or the Emperor were to die. 
Though which one would die first, that was the question. 


Though Vader planned for it to be Palpatine. Then he would kill the Senator... or will I? 
Vader was having second thoughts on that at the moment, but he would figure that out with 
time. 


Padmé came closer. They were now face to face. 
Vader was suddenly reminded how much smaller she was than he. 


As for his question, “They don’t want to be with you, because... they’re afraid of you... 
like me.” 


Vader looked at her suspiciously and curiously. “Why would beings be afraid of you?” She 
was So intriguing and beautiful. 


Padmé moved in closer. “The same reason beings are afraid of you.” 


Vader didn’t move back, “You kill beings?” He didn’t think so, but she had somehow 
gotten even more alluring. 


Padmé didn’t answer that last question, but she did point out, “Because we intimidate 
beings.” Padmé whispered in his hooded ear. ‘They see us as cold.’ She pulled his hood back. 
“Untouchable...” She then climbed into his lap. 


Vader then fell back onto the bed with the Senator sitting astride him. 
But she was surprisingly right. 


Between this and the Senator sitting on top of him, excitement, nervous, overwhelmed, 
and so many other emotions swirled around inside Vader. 


He had never thought about actually having anything in common with the Senator. 
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He took off his gloves. 
Now they were about to share much more. 


Vader could not resist to touch her long, smooth, endless legs. He began at the ankles and 
worked his fingers worked his way up her thigh. 


Vader raised his head as he found a blaster strapped to her thigh. 
Padmé blushed. She had forgotten that was there. Truth be told, she felt naked without it. 


Just as Vader felt naked without his robes. It did not help that the last time a being of flesh 
had seen him without those... it had not gone so well. Vader could still hear the crunch of 
those necks snapping. He hoped this wouldn’t be like this or that he would snap. So far so 
good. He wasn’t angry about the blaster. 


While she wasn’t supposed to have any weapons to begin with, Vader could have cared 
less. In fact, he felt himself even more turned on. How she even got such thing past security 
was a complete mystery. Before he discarded and threw it off to the side, the design of the 
blaster caught Vader’s attention. 


It was a Scorpion design. 
Vader’s eyes narrowed. The very same markings as Baron Clovis’ tattoos... 


Instead of lust, the Sith Lord’s eyes turned to the color of flames. “Tell me about the 
Baron, Senator Clovis.” It wasn’t a question. 


While trying to work at his belt, “Vader,” Padmé did not like where this was going. 
“Speaking of another is often a mood killer,” Trying to salvage the earlier mood. 


Alas it was already gone. 


Vader grabbed her and pinned her down and the bed, “Did you sleep with him?” Vader 
thundered quietly, but firmly. 


Padmé looked up at Vader, “What does that—” 


Vader cut her off, “Answer the question.” He began to recall the clone trooper’s report 
from all those weeks ago. Though Vader had only briefly looked at it. He hadn’t really saw 
the need to look at it or care at the time. 


Until now. 


Baron and Senator Rush Clovis was a Human male who served as the representative of 
Scipio and a delegate for the InterGalactic Banking Clan in the Galactic Senate since the final 
days of the Old Republic. Clovis entered the Senate around seven years earlier and quickly 
formed a relationship with fellow first-year senator, Padmé Amidala which she later ended. 


If only it had stayed that way. 


Years later and during the Clone Wars, Clovis had CIS ties and sympathies. While Clovis 
should be behind bars, unfortunately the Banking Clan had been very influential with the 
courts. 
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One might think this would keep democracy loving and goody two shoes Senator Amidala 
away from her former flame, but no. 


In fact around a year after Clovis’ failed trials, he and Amidala reignited their relationship. 


Now that he thought about it, that little detail made no sense to Vader. It seemed like a 
complete one eighty degree turn for her character. 


While Vader was trying to understand this, the Senator finally answered his question. 


“Yes,” Padmé answered honestly. She saw no point in lying. Padmé sensed Vader already 
had an idea. Really why did it matter? Her being a virgin like him was that important to him? 
Or was he just that sort of man? Possessive and never wanting to see his woman with another 
man? Past or future. 


Of course, she supposed the possessive part fit Vader’s character. He would not even let 
her go shopping. 


Padmé almost hear Vader’s mind racing. His heart pounding as he already got up and 
began to pace back and forth. 


How... how could she? 
She was his. 
She was always supposed to be his. 


Even young Anakin Skywalker had known that from the moment he had first laid eyes on 
her on her fifteen years ago. If Vader recalled correctly, the boy even said they would marry. 


This was all Palpatine’s fault! If he had permitted Vader to come to Coruscant sooner, he 
could have made the Senator his years earlier. Keeping that foo! far away from her. 


Or better yet, in the ground where he belonged. 


Vader stopped. Cape whirling back to face her, “Why were you even with him?” What was 
it? Lust? Love? “Do you love him?” She couldn! She wouldn't... could she? 


Padmé paused for what seemed like an eternity. Is that what he believed? That she loved 
Clovis? 


While she cared for Clovis, love was a sacred emotion. Now Padmé loved her parents. Her 
sister and her family. Padmé even cared for the few beings she called “friends” like Dormé. 
But Clovis? 


She enjoyed spending time with him. His company. The information he gave her... 


Yet, despite all these things, she did not love Rush Clovis. She began to realize this after 
his proposal. 


Love him? The more she thought about it, the more it took every fiber in Padmé’s being 
not to laugh, but there was no time, her mind was racing. 


Could she tell him why? 


Her plans? 
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No. 


Padmé could not trust Vader with that crucial piece of information. At least, not yet... 
someday. 


Maybe. 


When Vader proved himself trustworthy or Padmé had her claws sunk deep enough into 
him. To make sure he wouldn’t run off and tell the Emperor. That or take matters into his own 
hands and mess up her plans. 


Instead she would have to go to plan B, “Yes,” Padmé lied, “Yes, I love him.” She waited 
for a moment. Seeing if he would believe her. Also, she knew she was taking a great risk. 


Vader looked at her in disgust. 
For a moment, Padmé thought he was going to kill her. 
Instead he stormed out of the chambers. 


A surprised Padmé slowly rose. She peaked her head out the door. Padmé didn’t find 
Vader, but a trail of unconscious bodies. 


Well that went well. 


Sorry to those that were expecting them to have sex, but you forgot what Vader said 
earlier about jumping to conclusions. 


Next chapter: Padmé finally goes to far. Also I’ll warn you now, it may be a bit short, 
but it’s really good. 


Review please. 
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22. The First Shot 


Happy Star Wars Celebration Day guys! What did you think of the trailer? I’m a 
little annoyed with all the OT nostalgia, but anyway. 


Thank you for all the reviews! 


I’m sorry this one is short, but I will try to have next one soon. Now I’m not sure how 
long chapter 23 will be either, but don’t worry, chapter 24 is longer. 


Chapter Twenty Two 
The First Shot 


Padmé did not see Vader for nearly two whole days. Regardless she still held up her end of 
the bargain and came to their chambers at 2300. 


Finally, she saw Lord Vader much to Padmé’s relief. Fearing he had gotten in one of his 
ships and headed to Scorpio to kill Clovis. Then again, he could just easily comm one of his 
spies or lackeys to do the job. 


Instead of a “Hello,” Padmé picked up where they left off, “Is Clovis still alive?” Asking 
what she feared. 


Vader growled. Unfortunately, yes. Clovis was still breathing. Though Vader had one of 
his spies following his move. Should he try to contact the Senator. “For now,” Though when 
Sidious dismantled the Senate, he would be first... well second on Vader’s list. The Senator 
before him would be the first to die. 


Slowly. 
Intimately. 
Painfully. 


Padmé knew what Vader was thinking. “You will not go near him,” She warned. “If you do 


” 


Vader could have laughed, “You’ll do what?” She was threatening him. Probably with 
nothing more than idle threats. Still, he was curious to what she would do. 


Padmé pulled out her one of her many trump cards, “I’ll tell Palpatine we haven’t slept 
together.” Now she wouldn’t really. She would rather die before telling Palpatine anything 
like that, but she wanted to make sure Vader left Clovis alone. 


Again, Vader wished he still had the ability to laugh. “Not only would he harm me, but you 
as well.” He pointed out. Did she have any idea what might happen if he found out? Force 
only knew what Palpatine might do if he found out. After knowing Sidious all these years, 
Vader worried his Master would come over and watch as he forced them to do it. 
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“You, yes,” Padmé smirked, ‘But Palpatine won’t harm me... at least not right now.’ She 
was a Senator. He may be the Emperor, but the Senate still held some sway, for now. The 
public still loved her far too much for anything to happen to her. Padmé looked at Vader, 
“Now you on the other hand...” She smiled at him. He was hardly the public’s darling. 


Oh, she was a bold one. Vader would give her that, but what he would give to wipe that 
smug look off her face. More than anything, he’d give anything to wipe any trace of that man 
from her memory. Or even simply wipe Clovis off the face the earths. “I won’t harm him,” 
but only because he was ordered— by the Emperor— to not harm Senators without cause or 
evidence. “But stay away from him,” That was his first, final, and only warning. 


“I am the Grand Vizier,” Padmé ran the Senate. She was Clovis’ boss. “That is 
impossible.” Assuming she ever got to see the other Senators again. 


Vader’s yellow eyes turned to raging flames. Between her threats, that infuriating 
Sithspawn named Clovis who she supposedly and had touched her. Then Vader and the 
Senator had still had any sex, he had had enough. “You are only the so called Grand Vizier 
through this sham of marriage!” In his mind, he wrapped his hand around her beautiful, lying 
throat. ‘I said stay away from him,’ Vader warned, “I won’t ask again.” 


Padmé’s hands went to her throat. Fearing he would never let go and end up like Ozzel and 
so many others, Padmé knew she had to do something. She slipped her right hand down and 
grabbed the Hold-out blaster strapped to her thigh. “You think... that just because I don’t 
have the Force that I’m not as dangerous as you?” The end of the blaster digging into the top 
of his exposed neck. 


While Vader was enraged, he was also secretly impressed. He also planned to confiscate 
that blaster after this. He had no idea why he hadn’t sooner. 


“ 


...let... go!” Her answer despite it being strained still sounded almost dangerous and 
threatening. 


What was it Sidious had once told him? “A cunning politician could do more damage than 
a thousand Sith armed with lightsabers. ” 


Or with a blaster, Vader thought. 
Vader felt the blaster dig further into his his neck. 


What was he doing? He couldn’t kill her. Even if he could or he wanted to, he couldn’t... 
but even if he was ordered, did he really want to? 


No. 
Vader began to let go... but just a moment too late. 


Bang! 


As I said last chapter, well, that went well. 


T’ll try to have the next one up as soon as I can. Though I’m afraid it might be short 
too. Don’t worry, no one is going to die. Also I’ll try to get the final chapter of Surprises 
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Unimaginable up by the end of the week. 
Coming up: The Second Shot and Naboo. 


Review please. 
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23. The Second Shot 


Thank you for the reviews. 


Sorry the long wait, I hated leaving you on a cliffhanger, but this chapter was also 
pretty short originally. Shorter that the previous, in fact. Which is why I didn’t post 
sooner. 


Some backstory for both characters. Even a little Sidious in a flashback. Who we’ll 
see more of in later chapters since some of you were wondering about him. 


Chapter Twenty Three 
The Second Shot 

The next day... 

Naboo 

She was home. 
Finally home. 

Well... sort of. 


Padmé wasn’t at her parents home in Theed or preferably Varykino over in the Lake 
Country. 


However, she was in Theed, but in the center of the Theed plaza. Speaking in front of a sea 
of beings on the very crowded plaza of Theed. It almost reminded her of her time as monarch, 
but at least then she usually believed in what she saying. 


Now she was speaking about the Empire. 

Again. 

How great it was. 

Again. 

How much better it and the Emperor had improved their lives. 
Again, and blah, blah, blah. 


It wasn’t like most here were truly listening or cared. Many were probably just here out of 
fear or they had been payed a generous sum of credits or some other lucrative deal. Listening 
to her drone on and on. Again, they could have cared less about what she was saying. 


Nor did she. 


Though she was home and supposed she should be excited, but she was far from happy. 
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Annoyed. Maybe a bit upset. 
Yes, she was speaking about the Empire, but that was the least of her concerns. 


First, Padmé didn’t see here family. Her sister, Sola, her father, her niece, Pooja or anyone 
she recognized in the sea of humanoids and a handful Gungans. Nor her handmaidens. 


Now she did see the Queen, Sio Bibble, Captain Panaka, and a few other beings she had 
worked with for the past almost twenty years. 


Maybe it was for the best if she didn’t see them. Padmé wasn’t sure how Vader would 
react around them. No, she was going to see them. For her sanity’s sake, she needed to see 
them. To know they were alright. Padmé did not care what he said or thought, she would 
shoot him again if she had to. 


She almost smirked under her political mask. 


Between the mask, the speech, and everything else, Padmé felt like she was becoming a 
droid or cyborg. It was like she had this speech programmed into her being. Her code, she 
almost smiled. 


Speaking of cyborgs... 


Out of the corner of her eye, she could still see the scorch mark and small slash on the 
shoulder of Vader’s robe. She wondered how often he changed his robes. Until they were 
nothing more than threads? 


From what Padmé could tell, it appeared to be just a flesh wound. Nicking his right 
shoulder. Not hitting a vital organ or bone. Still, she wasn’t sure why he had failed to see a 
medical physician or droid to treat his wound. She could not— did not understand why. She 
wasn’t sure if it was because he was trying to put his “tough” Vader facade or he was just 
being stubborn. 


Padmé was also trying to make sure Vader didn’t leap across the stage and kill her. He had 
almost done so twice. Before and after she shot him. Thank the Nubian goddess of safety, 
Piett and her security team had interrupted or she might not be here by right now. 


Looking back, it wasn’t just Vader’s fault, but hers as well. She pushed him too far, but 
that was still no excuse to choke her or nearly kill her. She supposed she could have 
answered, “No,” but then Vader might want to know the truth. Again, she didn’t want to take 
that chance. 


Regardless, once this day was over, she would finally speak to him. 


If he would let her, she would even see to his wound. After the Battle of Naboo, she had 
visited and even secretly worked at medcenters tending to the injured Naboo and Gungans. 
Such knowledge also came in handy during the Clone Wars. Helping the wounded Clone 
Troopers, citizens, and even her own injuries. 


Even if Vader didn’t allow her to help, regardless they were going to talk. Enough was 
enough. It was past time they did. 


Even if she had to shoot him again. 


107 


Padmé almost smiled at the thought. 
What Padmé didn’t see was a black hooded man in the crowd. 
Nor did she or anyone else— even the guards did not see the blaster in his right hand. 


He began to raise his right arm. 


Moments earlier... 

Off to the side, Vader was fuming. 

Anger. 

Rage. 

His arms were crossed tightly across his chest, but not too tightly. His arm still hurt. 


If it wasn’t bad enough that they hadn’t sex yet— not that he cared or that it was important 
to him. 


But Vader did care that she had sex with Clovis. 
Clovis... 
Of all the beings in the Galaxy why did it have to be him? 


Why couldn’t it have been some petty boy here on Naboo? At least, then Vader could kill 
him. 


And Force only knew how many other beings had touched her... 
Vader filed that thought away for later. 

Then after everything else, the Senator shot him. 

Shot him. 


Secretly, the thought hurt Vader more than the actual blaster bolt. He had been shot plenty 
of times throughout his short life. 


Missions. 

Training. 

Assassination attempts. 

Again, he was more angry about Clovis than being shot. 


Looking back, he knew it could have been worse. It was just a flesh wound. It could have 
been worse. After he had released his grip just as she had panicked and fired the shot. Hitting 
his shoulder. Had he not released her, she would have hit his neck. 


Regardless, he hadn’t cared. He remembered being filled with rage. 


More rage than he had felt in awhile. 
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To Vader the rage felt amazing... 
Intoxicating... 
Sometimes Vader thought of it like a drug. 


Other times, while he would never say this aloud, he found it terrifying at the same time. 
Like the time, he killed the Sand People... after his mother... died. 


Two weeks after returning from Tatooine, young Vader knelt before his Master. 
He was tired. 
Sore. 


And just... did not care what happened to him. He almost prayed for Sidious to kill him. 
He could handle anymore sleepless nights, hunger, and torture. 


Vader had run off weeks earlier after being haunted by visions and dreams of his mother. 
He had found her but was too late. “I couldn’t stop myself...” He told his Master. 


Days later, he returned to Darth Sidious and Tyranus. It wasn’t like he had anywhere else 
to go. After punishing him for disobeying and running off without warning, Darth Sidious had 
said, “You are the most gifted pupil I ever had.” Meaning he was proud of him. His prophetic 
Force visions but more importantly his rage. ‘But we need to hold that in reserve.’ Save it for 
their enemy, the Jedi. “We are not butchers like some past Sith.” As he told them many times, 
they were the Galaxy’s saviors. 


Yes, thank the Dark Side, Admiral Piett had comm’d him. Also Captains Rex and Cody 
had knocked on the door. Asking if everything was alright. They had interrupted them 
because Vader may have truly killed her in a fit of did not know if would have been able to 
stop himself. 


Growing tired of thinking of the past, Vader decided to refocus on the present. The 
crowd... 


Vader saw a strange hooded man. His eyes narrowed. Beings were not supposed to wear 
hoods during these public events. 


Then the man raised up his right arm. 
Vader jumped across the platform. 


Bang! 


Again, don’t worry, no one died. 


Next chapter: Vader and Padmé talk. A lot. As one one them says, it’s the longest 
conversation they’ve ever had. I hope to have it up by the first of May. Hopefully. Again, 
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I’m graduating on May 9th. We’ll see what happens. 


Also keep an eye out for the next installment of the Surprises universe, Surprises: The 
Price of Freedom. 


Please leave a review. 
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24. Scars 


Thank you for the reviews, everyone. 
Thank you The Kinetic Violinist. 


This had become one of my favorite chapters. It’s also a pretty big chapter and 
another turning point for Vader and Padmé. 


WARNING: This story is rated T for teen, and this chapter is definitely rated T. We 
get a sneak peak at some of Vader’s scars. Also, he and Padmé talk and one of those 
subjects is sex. I just thought I should warn you. 


Chapter Twenty-Four 
Scars 
Thirty minutes later... 


Inside Theed Palace, Captain Quarsh Panaka marched down the hall to the office of his 
former Queen and Senator and her... husband. He shook his head. He could not understand or 
even fathom how that even happened, but he knew best to keep his mouth shut. Now Panaka 
always had the utmost respect for Amidala and his Emperor, Palpatine of Naboo. Though like 
any sane being, he had never been fond of that thing called the Emperor called Vader. 


However, for once the Captain felt grateful for Lord Vader. 


Lord Vader had just saved his former Queen and Senator from being shot. Probably worse, 
since judging by the angle and position, the blaster bolt likely would have killed her. 


Captain Panaka bowed after he entered the doorway. He began with his former Queen, 
“My lady,” He then turned and bowed to Vader. “My lord, they are closing in on the suspect.” 
Several anonymous tips lead them to an apartment right outside of Theed. 


“Well done, Captain,” Vader began to follow the man outside the door. 


While Padmé was glad they found the being responsible, “Wait,” She wanted Vader to 
stay. “Captain Panaka, you are dismissed.” She looked at Lord Vader. 


They needed to talk. 


Panaka hesitantly bowed. He didn’t know if he felt comfortable leaving Vader alone with 
with his former Queen. Nonetheless, Panaka obeyed and left. 


After Panaka left, Vader turned to see what she wanted. 
“Come here.” Padmé had a first-aid pack in her hands. 


“T should be there.” Vader needed to make sure this suspect was caught and punished. 
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“Tt can wait.” The suspect wasn’t going to get very far. “You’re injured.” From her blaster 
bolt and his most recent injury. 


Vader groaned. Why was she so concerned? She was the one who shot him— the first time 
— in the first place. 


Padmé looked down, “You’re trickling blood all over the floor.” Her floor. 


Vader looked to the floor. There was a small pool of blood on the stone floor. There was 
even more in the form of bloody boot prints— apparently he had stepped in the pool. He 
supposed he should have them stitched up before he passed out. Vader certainly didn’t want to 
pass out while interrogating a suspect. That would be incredibly embarrassing and a blow to 
his reputation. 


Not to mention absolutely humiliating when his Master found out. 


Slowly, Vader peeled off his topmost heavy black cloak and sat down on the edge of her 
desk. Hopefully she would be quick. Then he could still catch the end of the hunt. 


This was the first time Padmé ever actually saw him without the cloak. She took a moment 
to study him carefully. 


She thought that if she ever saw his face without the hood, he might look more familiar. 
Like little Annie. 


Sadly no. 


The little hair he had was dark golden curls, not the sandy straight hair she recalled little 
Annie having. Then again, it had been fifteen years since she had “seen” little Annie. 


But hair color changed all the time so that did not prove anything. 


The same sadistic yellow eyes of Vader’s looked back at her. Again not little Annie’s... 
blue eyes if she recalled correctly. Of course, from what she recalled about the Sith in her 
readings, many Dark Side followers had either red or yellow eyes. Apparently it was a side 
effect of the dark ways of the Force. Even his skin and face was as pale as snow. Though 
Vader’s body probably saw little sun due the heavy robes he always wore. 


She also noticed something else about Vader’s skin. His neck. Yes, she supposed the upper 
part of his neck had always been slightly exposed, but it was covered by shadows. Vader’s 
neck, his skin... if it could be called that looked more like strips of shaak bacon. 


Skin grafts? 


The rest of his pale skin on his face wasn’t that much better. One scar near his right eye 
and a few other small scars. Possibly lightsaber or blaster wounds. Given Vader’s line of 
work, that made sense. 


But his left cheek and part of his forehead looked like a bad sunburn. 
Burn scarring? 


Then there was his left ear. 
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It was misshaped. Part of it was red, purple, and almost black. Especially the top. It looked 
like it had been melted, like a candle stick. 


Vader noticed her stares. “Either take a holo or start threading the needle.” His tone said, 
do the latter. 


Now. 


“Alright.” Padmé gently held up her scissors, knowing he might see them as a threat. “I’m 
going to cut off your shirt.” Considering the blood and the mess, it was just easier to cut it off, 
but she wasn’t sure how that would make him feel now that she had a clearer idea of why he 
wore those heavy robes. 


“Wait...” Vader stopped her. He gestured towards his arm. “Cut off the sleeve. 
Padmé raised a brow, “It would far easier to just take off the whole—” 

“Just the sleeve.” His tone said, do it and drop it. 

Padmé nodded in agreement. “Hold your arm up.” 


Vader did his best, though he was sore, didn’t make a sound. Pain had always been a 
familiar friend to him. Even when he was a boy on Tatooine. 


Slowly and carefully she cut off the arm of the sleeve. 


The skin she found was the same as his face and neck. Pale. Burned. Scarring. His hand 
was also calloused and dry. 


Vader watched her with suspicious eyes. 


Padmé thought for sure he would finally wince, but he still didn’t make a sound. Padmé 
had to admit she impressed. 


Instead Vader said, “This is all your fault!” 
Judging by his tone, he was just trying to pick a fight. 


“T’ve been getting shot at my entire life,” Padmé replied. Besides, last she checked, he got 
shot at more than she did. 


“No,” Vader nearly shouted. Despite being shot, he didn’t care about what just happened. 
That wasn’t what really angered him. “The events that transpired yesterday!” 


Padmé stopped sewing. 
Oh, so now they were finally going to hash that out. After he had just been shot. 
Again. 


“Tf you hadn’t choked me,” Padmé said through clenched teeth. “I never would have shot 
you.” 


“Well, if you hadn’t provoked me by admitting to me that you’re in love that prick!” Vader 
pointed out. Assuming it was actually true. “I never would have choked you in the first 
place.” 
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“No,” Padmé argued. “If you would learn to control yourself, none of this would have 
happened.” 


Vader groaned as he looked away. After serving Palpatine for fifteen long years, he knew 
better than to argue with a politician. He would never win. 


“By the way,” Padmé smiled as she looked back up at him. “Thank you for saving my 
life.” Extending a token of peace. She looked back down. Continuing to sew his wound. 


A surprised Vader looked back at her. “You’re welcome,” He replied. Now looking at her 
with newly intensified eyes. “Can we start over?” At least, he wanted to try. 


Padmé seemed surprised. “Start over?” Just like that? 
That sounded very un-Vader-like. 


“Yes,” He was willing to try. It wasn’t like he could kill her. Besides, for now, he wasn’t 
sure he wanted to. Though there was one condition. “As long you never speak his name.” 


“Speak who’s name?” Padmé smiled, giving him a quizzical look that quickly turned 
serious. “As long as I can have my handmaidens. At least one.” She added. 


Vader knew he would never hear the end of this. “I will think about it.” He would look into 
this... this Dormé’s background. Perhaps he could meet with her and see what he thought. 


Padmé raised a brow, “For real?” This wasn’t just a political answer. In other words, a lie. 
Vader nodded, “You keep your end of the bargain and I will keep mine.” And he meant it. 
“Fair enough,” Padmé smiled at him. 

Using his good arm, Vader reached up to caress her cheek. 


While they had just agreed to start over, Padmé felt uncomfortable. Realizing she wasn’t 
over being Force choked. So they hadn’t apparently. 


“What?” Vader asked. 
“You choked me!” 


Vader looked down at the thread and needle, “You shot me.” Weren’t they even? Actually 
she was only bruised. He noticed she had covered up her neck with lots of makeup earlier. 
While he was the one that needed stitches, so why was she so upset? 


Padmé stopped threading, “I shot you because you choked me!” 


Vader wanted to roll his eyes. So much for starting over. They were right back where they 
started. “You provoked me.” And she should know better. 


Padmé hadn’t felt so angry in a long time. “So just because I’ve said and done something 
you don’t like, you see those as justifiable reasons to physically assault me?” 


Vader narrowed his eyes as he got off the desk and stood up to his towering height. Oh, 
how easy it would be to kill her right now. To put her in her rightful place. 


He stared down and studied her. It was rather fascinating. She didn’t shake or cower in 
fear. She almost found him... amusing? 
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It was all so intriguing and infuriating at the same time. 


She slept with Clovis. Shoved it in his face. Then on top of everything, she threatened to 
tell Sidious. “No one threatens me.” Never again. He wasn’t a pathetic, weak slave anymore. 
Besides, hadn’t she heard all the latest gossip aboard the Executor? ‘I do it with my officers 
all the time.’ Far worse, in fact and Sidious never objected. “The Emperor encourages it.” Not 
that Vader didn’t enjoy it too. 


“Of course, he does.” Padmé shook her head. Vader, Vader... She thought. It was so sad. 
What a fool. He had no idea what Emperor was doing. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Palpatine wants you to lose control.” To assault beings. “It paints you more as the villain 
and makes beings forget who the real bad guy is— the Emperor.” Despite how much Padmé 
hated Palpatine, she had to admit it was a brilliant strategy. 


Vader’s eyes narrowed as he turned his head. He had never thought of it like that before. 
Could she be right? 


He understood Sidious fed off his power, and he his. But did it have another ulterior 
motive? 


Before Vader could give this anymore thought, Padmé interrupted him, “Secondly, I am 
not one of your officers. I am your wife.” 


His wife? 


Vader wished he could have laughed. “No, you’re not.” Vader looked down at her. “You’re 
only here because Palpatine forced us to get married,’ No pun intended. “Secondly 
because...” Vader began. He felt around in the Force. To make sure no was listening. “You’re 
not... not really.” He said as quietly as possible. 


Padmé quietly what he was saying. “Sit down,” She gestured to her desk. 
Slowly Vader sat back on the Nubian wood. 


As Padmé began to work on his arm again, she also understood how this could work to her 
favor, “Well, stop assaulting beings, me to being with and that may change.” 


“Tt will?” Vader couldn’t help sound excited. At least as excited as the respirator aloud. 
“T said may,” Padmé smiled to herself, but just enough to where Vader hadn’t noticed. 
That did not mean yes, but it didn’t mean no either. 

“What does that even mean?” Vader blatantly asked. 

Padmé realized this was probably the longest conversation they had ever had 

“Well, to begin with, don’t ever choke me again... or I will tell the Emperor the truth.” 
While he still felt her threats were empty, “I won’t,” He agreed. 


Padmé smiled mysteriously, “Even when I provoke you?” She momentarily stroked his 
upper thigh. 
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Vader looked down. Feeling his pulse race as he returned the mysterious look. “I will... do 
my best,” But he wasn’t certain how well he could keep his word so she had better not test 
him too much. 


“Nor any members of my family?” Padmé raised a brow. “Even when they, particularly my 
father provokes you... and he will,” She hesitantly added. 


Vader looked at her. He began to understand she was going to keep this going as long as 
possible... fine. Two could play at this game. “Only if you make it up to me.” 


“Behave, and I perhaps I will,” As she said earlier. 
Behave? 

Perhaps? 

How reassuring. 


“Senator... let’s just stop leading each other... me on.” Nothing good would from this. He 
might truly snap and kill her. 


“Why?” Padmé sounded almost annoyed. Had she done something else to displease him? 
Why? 
“Senator,” Vader gestured to his face, “Look at me!” Why would she want to be with him? 


She wouldn’t. She never would want to sleep with him. Not after seeing his face and that 
was only part of it. Then there were arms and the rest of his body. 


It wasn’t like he was anything to look at it. 


Padmé shrugged. “So you have some scars. Big deal.” She smiled at him. “Done.” She was 
finished sewing the wound and had just applied the bacta bandage. 


Vader shook his head as he stood up, “You cannot possibly understand.” He threw his robe 
back on. 


She was beautiful. Powerful. Wealthy. She had parents. A sister. A real family. Her life 
was perfect. 


Padmé said nothing. Instead she looked around and reached behind her back to pull down 
the zipper of her dress. 


Vader eyes widened. What was she doing? 

Now was not really the time to consummate the... 
Vader studied her back. 

Scars? 


There was a third degree burn mark on the Senator’s lower back that was probably around 
the size of his hand. 


How had he not noticed them before? Considering all the skin she had shown off on the 
Executor? Then again, some of the backless dresses had only gone so far. Now he knew why. 
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“We all have scars,” said Padmé. ‘Physical, mental, and emotional.’ She shrugged, “Some 
more than others and that is okay.” Perhaps in time she would help him see this. 


Vader continued to study her, “What happened?” More importantly, “Who did this?” 
Vader’s thoughts sprung to Clovis. Yes, Clovis. It had to be him and he would pay for this. 
How dare he do this to her. Why would he do this? 


Then Vader thought back to Clovis’ file. He then realized... it wasn’t him. Clovis was 
many things, but violence was not in his character. 


But Sidious... 

Him. 

It had to be him. 

Did this have something to with why Sidious wanted them to get married? 


“Another time,” Padmé said, “Perhaps after you tell me what happened to you.” Even tell 
her who he was or used to be. Yes, Padmé knew this, but she wanted Vader to tell her. To trust 
her. Maybe then she could trust him. 


Vader groaned. He didn’t want to talk about Maul or anything else that happened to him. 


Padmé lifted her long hair up as she turned to have her back face him, “Can you give mea 
hand?” 


Vader just stood there. He looked down. Her skin looked so soft and smooth. So beautiful. 
Nevermind the scar, in fact it made her even more beautiful and mysterious in Vader’s eyes. 


He realized his hand was shaking. 
Force! 
This woman would be the end of him! 


As soon as Vader zipped up her dress, the Senator spun around and said, “Now I am going 
to my family’s estate in the Lake Country.” 


“We,” Vader corrected her. He was not letting her out of his sight. Not after this attempt on 
her life. He quickly looked at the wall chrono. Realizing he would not be able to help 
apprehend or kill the culprit. Assuming they even had the right man at all. 


Padmé narrowed her eyes, “Fine, we will go to my family’s estate and we will stay for the 
night.” 


“What about the rest of the tour?” Vader said. Not that he cared, but this would put them 
behind schedule. Admiral Piett would not be pleased. Nor would Vader hear the end of it. 


Padmé did not care about schedules or being late to the rest of the worlds they had to speak 
at. “Say you were investigating the threat. That it lead you to suspect someone aboard the 
ship. I don’t care!” Padmé nearly shouted. “But we will stay for the night. And if you ever 
want me to spread my legs for you, you will—” 


A clearly perturbed Vader interrupted, “Probably because you’re too busy spreading them 
for Clovis.” 
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Padmé never felt so infuriated. She bit off what she was about to say. Instead, she came up 
with a solution. “Since it bothers you so much,” Clearly it did. “I will... permit you to find 
another woman and sleep with her.” 


Vader blinked several times. “You... you cannot be serious.” Wasn’t their marriage already 
a mess without adding a third— fourth being into the mix? 


This... this was trick. A political trick. A trap. 
Yes, it had to be. 


Padmé was perfectly serious. To prove so, she went on, “I have conditions. One, make sure 
no one finds out.” There was already more than enough gossip about her and Vader. Then 
there was the Emperor. She doubted he would be pleased. Plus it would lead him to have 
doubts about their physical relationship. ‘Two, choose someone that I do not know.’ If she 
knew or saw this being, it could be rather uncomfortable and lead to even more problems 
between them. “Three, be responsible and make sure it’s safe.” She certainly did not want to 
catch a Galactic disease or Vader to impregnate another, leading to another string of 
problems. 


Vader could not believe what he had just heard. Nor did he know what to say or how to 
respond to such an offer. 


Back on topic, Padmé picked up where she left off, before she was so rudely interrupted. 
“You will behave and not choke or touch so much as hair on the members of my family.” 
Shiraya knew they had already been through enough. Her being married to Vader alone would 
probably send her father into an early grave. Her sister would probably never let her hear the 
end of it. Perhaps he could stay aboard the ship or in the gardens while she visited. 


“Your family will be safe.” He did not see them being much of a threat. He had briefly 
went through the Senator family and their background. Her father and sister were teachers. 
Her brother-in-law was an architect and had one child with the sister. No military 
backgrounds. So he sensed no threat there. 


Her father was said to have a very large gun collection, but from the report it seemed to be 
more of the classics. It wasn’t like he had a grenade launcher in the collection. Then they 
would have a problem. So again, no threat. 


“Alright then,” Padmé said, trying to smile. 
She reached out and took his hand in her own. 
Vader felt his eyes widening. 

She was actually holding his hand. 

His hand. 

Willingly. 


Not because she had to for some public show, like at the late Pestage’s memorial, but 
willingly? 


It was his gloved hand, but still. This was... incredible. 
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The couple then left her office hand in hand. 


Maybe there was hope yet. 


Aw, finally some progress between those two. What do you think? 
I can’t think of any trivia. Any questions? 


Next chapter: Padmé’s family, the Naberries at Varykino. Padmé backstory. Vader 
has visions of the past and some potential futures. 


Also be sure to check out my new story, Surprises: The Price of Freedom. 


Review please. 
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25. The Naberries 


Thank you for all the reviews! 


I forgot this but inspiration for last chapter came from Beauty and the Beast. Again, 
thank you for pointing that out Jedi Master Misty Sman-Esay. 


Finally made it to Varykino. This means we get more information on Padmé’s 
backstory. From what little we do know of her and the Naberries, it has changed. 
Though again, this is an AU. 


Also I know I said Vader would have visions in this chapter, but I meant the chapter 
after this one. I’m sorry for any confusion. 


Chapter Twenty Five 
The Naberries 

Lake Country 
Varykino 


The first thing Padmé did when the ship landed was kiss the ground. Well, the landing pad 
of her family’s estate. It didn’t matter to her. She was so relieved... So grateful to be home 
again. She never thought she’d see her home again. 


She then saw two familiar silhouettes. 

“Dad? Sola!” Padmé said. 

“Padmé!” Sola yelled. Running towards her sister. 
Padmé couldn’t remember she saw her sister so happy. 
Nor could Sola. 


She ran into her sister’s arms, but as carefully as possible. Her sister was three months 
pregnant. 


Ruwee ran his fingers through her hair. 

“Padmé...” Sola cried. Not bothering to fight the tears. 
She was home. 

Home. 

Each of them praised the goddesses of Naboo. 


“Sola...” Padmé cried. It was nearly a moan. She then almost fell into her father’s warm 
embrace, “Dad... oh, Dad!” 
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Tears leaked from the grey haired man’s tightly sealed eyes. He held his eldest daughter so 
close but so gently. As if she were as fragile as a dream. “I thought I would never see you 
again...” Ruwee’s joyful tone was abruptly gone... and so was the joyful reunion. 


A figure was walking down from the ship’s ramp. 
Vader. 


Ruwee started walked towards the Dark Lord. “I don’t care if you are the Emperor’s 
Enforcer or the Emperor himself. You are not welcomed here. Leave.” 


Vader continued to walk towards the family. He was not going to allow this tiny, 
insignificant man tell him what to do. Besides, if Vader wasn’t here, who would keep his 
daughter safe? Him? Ham and the tiny blaster he obviously had concealed. 


“Father, please,” Padmé grabbed his arm. “It’s okay.” Other than the Force choking, Vader 
had not harmed her. Even if he had this would not help anything. 


“None of this is okay!” Ruwee cried. He then grabbed something out of his inside cloak 
pocket. 


A blaster. 

He aimed at the creature meters away. 

Padmé tried to grab her father’s arm, but someone had already grabbed her— Sola. 
Then the shot was fired, bang! 


A lightsaber hilt flew from Vader’s belt into his hand. A blade of red plasma ignited from 
Vader’s hand. Just barely deflecting the shots fired at him. 


Before Ruwee could fire the blaster again. It flew into Vader’s left hand. The ignited 
lightsaber remained in his right hand. 


“Now Mr. Naberrie,” Vader stated coldly. 


Every single member of the Naberrie family was now holding his or her breathe. Thinking 
for sure, Ruwee was a goner. 


Except Padmé, no one noticed how calm she was. She felt hopeful that Vader would take 
her earlier advice. 


And she was right. 


Vader didn’t swing his blade or raise his hand to finish the man off. Instead the blade 
disappeared. Vader clipped the lightsaber on his belt. 


“Let us go inside and act like civilized beings,” Vader warned. “Before I change my mind.” 
That or someone truly did get hurt. 


While walking inside the lake house, Vader studied the weapon in his hand. It was a small, 
palm-sized blaster. Easily concealed. It reminded Vader of the Senator’s blaster. Vader 
wondered if that blaster was actually Mr. Naberrie’s or even a gift? 
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The next thing that caught Vader’s attention was that the weapon was a triple blaster. 
Meaning it dated back to the time of the beginning of the Old Republic— the time of Darth 
Bane. Making it nearly one thousand standard years old. “Impressive,” Vader remarked. 
“Most impressive.” Tossing it back to Ruwee. 


One hour later... 

“Pooja!” Darred Janren Naberrie called out to his daughter. 

Pooja kept looking down from the upstairs windows. Vader was down there. 
Vader. 


Pooja could not even begin to count how many tales she had heard from kids at school. So 
far he was nothing like the stories. He didn’t have four arms like General Grievous. He didn’t 
even have his lightsaber on. He was nothing but robes. She crossed her arms. 


It was so disappointing. 


Her mother, Sola came to the window. “Get away from the window,” She then ushered her 
to the play room. She shook her head. Of all days they couldn’t find a sitter. 


While the rest of the Naberries hugged their beloved Padmé. Vader walked around in the 
gardens below. Both he and Padmé felt it would be best given their earlier arrival. 


Ruwee was hovering over her. Like she was some ill or troubled child. “Must you leave 
tomorrow?” Couldn’t she find some excuse to stay? An illness perhaps? 


While Padmé was glad to see her loved ones again, she sensed this was going to be a long 
day. “I do not wish to leave tomorrow either.” But she had no choice. She was lucky to be 
here as it was. 


“Then find one!” Her sister practically ordered. “I don’t want you anywhere near that— 
that monster!” 


Padmé did not like her sister or father’s tones. 
“Could you at least take separate ships?” Ruwee asked. 


While Padmé was happy to be home. She could skip all the hovering, questions, and 
advice. “It doesn’t work like that,” She and Vader had to be together— seen together— at all 
times. 


“Also, if he were truly a monster,” Padmé pointed out. “You’d be dead right now,’ For that 
little stunt her father pulled earlier. “And so would I,” She added. 


“Of course,” Sola said in a sarcastic way. “Because the monster never acts or does 
anything without his Master’s permission.” 


“Stop calling him that,” Padmé politely said. 


Sola scanned her sister as if she never seen her before. “What has he done to you?” Sola 
studied her sister carefully. She seemed fine, physically. But what about emotionally? 
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Mentally? What had Vader done to... Sola dared not take that thought any further. 
“He hasn’t done anything to me,” Padmé insisted. That was the point. 


Everyone looked at Padmé as they did when she said her first words as a child. In 
complete and utter silence. 


“Vader?” Ruwee said flabbergasted. “Darth Vader?” Were they speaking of the same 
being? 


“We’ve... come to an understanding.” So Padmé hoped. 
She thought back to their earlier conversation... 


Though Padmé would not admit it aloud, she believed she and Vader could work well 
together. “We are just trying to get through this difficult time.” Hopefully Vader would find 
another woman. Sleep with her so she could sleep with him... 


Padmé silently realized how twisted that sounded. Then again, between shooting and 
choking each other, twisted described their relationship. 


“And... he treats you,” Sola did her best to tread carefully, ‘With respect.’ She almost 
couldn’t believe she was saying that. The words “Vader” and “respect” did not belong in the 
same sentence. 


Padmé knew what her sister was really asking. “Other than saying I do and the Imperial 
propaganda, I haven’t been forced to do anything further.” That was all she could say without 
endangering them any further. 


As if some heavy burden was lifted from their shoulders and their minds. 
While their father went into the next room, it left the sisters alone. 

“Nothing you haven’t wanted to do,” Sola said under her breathe. 

Padmé raised a brow, “What are you saying?” 

“Vader,” Sola replied. “I’ve seen the way he looks at you.” 

“Sola,” Padmé groaned. She was not in the mood to talk about this. “Stop it.” 


“So you have noticed,” Sola shook her head. “And you just don’t want to? Or pretend not 
to?” Was that it? 


Padmé’s eyes widened to the size of shuuras. “Sola,” What was she talking about? Deep 
down, Padmé knew, but she didn’t want to hear this. ‘Stop it.” She did not want to talk about 
this. Why weren’t they talking about her, Pooja, or the weather? “I don’t like,” No, “I can’t 
stand him.” She did her best to convince her sister, but knew she wouldn’t believe her “He’s 
possessive. Controlling, and thinks he knows what’s best for everyone else.” 


Sola almost cracked a smile, “And you don’t?” Sola did not know the whole story. Nor 
was she sure she really wanted to, but Padmé had always had a taste for power. So in some 
ways, it was no surprise she would be attracted a powerful man, but Vader of all beings? 


Padmé shook her head. Of course she did. She wasn’t born a royal, but to simple mountain 
folk. Only later did she become Queen and Senator. She understood what it was like to grow 
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up with so little. She had traveled all over the Galaxy. Seen things. Different worlds. From the 
riches of Coruscant to the bowels of Tatooine. Again, of course, she knew what was best for 
beings. Sola and few beings understood this now, but in time they would see. When Palpatine 
died and chaos erupted across the Galaxy. Vader was powerful, but he wasn’t political. 
Diplomatic. He wouldn’t be able contain it. Then she would take charge and show beings. 
Even Vader. Make them understand. One way or another. 


Sola studied her sister. She didn’t know what she was thinking, but she did not like the 
look on her face. Sola wanted to blame Vader, he would be the easiest being to blame, but she 
knew better. Sola knew her sister. Better than she knew. 


While her sister wasn’t looking, Sola made her way out of the kitchenette and quietly 
opened the doors that lead into the gardens. 


A few moments later, she found him or had he found her? 
“Do you need anything else?” Sola did her best to reply. 
“No,” Vader simply answered. 


“Your chamber is on the second floor.” Sola pointed to the door meters away. “Right up 
those stairs.” 


“Thank you,” Vader replied with a nod. 
“Lady Naberrie,” Vader greeted the sister of the Senator. His... sister-in-law as they called 
it. 


She was a teacher like her father. She was two years younger than her sister. She had one 
daughter, Pooja and clearly another on the way. She wasn’t showing, but he could sense a 
child growing insider her. 


“Madame Naberrie,” Sola Naberrie corrected the so called man before her. 


Ladies were single women. Married women were addressed as “Madame” or “Mrs”. True, 
Sola had not taken her husband’s last name, but regardless she was still married. 


Vader narrowed his eyes. He might have apologized, but the fact that she failed to bow or 
call him, “My lord,” was not lost on the Sith either. So he supposed they were equal. So he 
got to the point, “Madame Naberrie, where is your mother, Jobal Naberrie?” He only sensed 
two males, a child, and two women inside Varykino. The two women were the her and her 
sister, the Senator? So where their mother? 


Sola Naberrie wanted to laugh. She might have if the joke wasn’t so hurtful. 

So cruel. 

Was this the monster’s idea of a joke? 

A pathetic and very cruel joke. 

“Milady?” Vader could sense he upset, but he didn’t understand how. 

“She died,” Sola did her best to fight back the tears. She blamed her damn hormones. 
Died? 
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Vader was... surprised. Apparently he didn’t looked into the Senator’s past as well as he 
thought. Did this have something to do with the scar on her back? 


It must have... 
He sensed it had everything to do with the Senator’s scar. 


Vader’s obvious shock surprised Sola just as much. Actually, she figured his Master had 
gloated to him. That sick, vile man probably told him everything about the worst day of their 
lives. Maybe Vader had been the one Palpatine had ordered to... 


To steal their family’s happiness. 
Robbing them of their laughter and smiles. 
Their feeling of safety. 


If those weren’t bad enough, not only had they killed her mother, but also her grandmother, 
and her first child. 


Sola couldn’t stand it anymore. A tear ran down her cheek. Her baby. Her unborn 
daughter, who Sola and Darred had planned to name, Ryoo. After her grandmother. She and 
Darred thought of naming their second child, Ryoo, but it was too painful. 


“What happened?” Vader sensed it wasn’t a matter of health. 


Sola’s eyes burned with rage. She wasn’t going to tell him. She wasn’t going to give him 
that satisfaction. “Ask the man you call Master.” She turned and left. 


Vader thought of following. Considering how rude and easily he could and should punish 
her, but decided against it. Vader sensed how much pain she was in. To some degree, he even 
sympathized. Also killing the Senator’s sister wasn’t going to convince her to sleep him. Not 
to mention her father for his stunt earlier. While strangling them was extremely tempting, it 
only further complicate their relationship. 


He sat down on the ground to meditate. He thought of asking the Senator, but was in no 
mood for her games. Meditation would be best. 


It was time to find out what happened to the Senator and her loved ones. 


What do you think? I love Vader’s scene with Ruwee. Also his lines. 
Trivia: The triple blaster is from the EU. I got it from Wookieepedia. 


Next chapter is where Vader figures out what happened to the Naberries in a vision. 
He then sees the future. Again, I apologize for any confusion. 


Review please. Also, if you like Naberrie stories, be sure to check out my community, 
Varykino, the Retreat for Naberrie Stories. 
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26. The Past and its Future 


Thank you for the reviews! 


Trivia for last chapter: In canon, Padmé is like four years younger than Sola. Though 
in this story, Sola is two years younger than Padmé. 


Vader finds out what happens and during his meditation, then he sees three possible 
futures. 


Chapter Twenty Six 

The Past and its Future 

It was time to find out what happened to the Senator and her loved ones. 
Vader sat down cross legged on the grassy ground. 

He did his best to focus. 

Focus... 

He breathed in... 

...and out. 


He sensed the Senator nor anyone else were going to tell him anything, but that was no 
matter. 


In and out. 

So Vader decided to see if he could find out on his own. 
. iN, 

“He told me everything...” Someone cried. 

.. Out. 

Tick. 

“... HOW COULD YOU?” The being screamed. 
Tock. 

The Senator? 

Tick. 

“You lied to me!” 


Tock. 
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“Padmé,” Cried a man. 


“You lied to me.” The Senator repeated as if she couldn’t believe it. “I just... I knew there 
was something wrong with me. Some reason why I didn’t fit in this family, but this... why?” 
She cried. 


Tick. 

“Padmé,” Said a woman. 

“Why didn’t you tell me? I had to find out from... him of all beings?” 

Tock. 

He didn’t recognize the voice. 

So not the Senator’s sister, but their mother or grandmother? 

Tick. 

“Padmé,” just let us explain. “Said the man again, trying to reason with her. 
“SHUT UP!” The Senator screamed, “Just, shut up! Okay, you’re not my father!” 


“I don’t see why your so upset,” Said Sola. She didn’t sound surprised. “It’s not like you 
don’ lie on a daily basis.” 


“Quiet,” Said another man. Presumably the brother-in-law, Darred. 
“Stay out of this!” The Senator shouted to the pair. 
Tick. 


“No,” Darred kept looking around. ‘Quiet,’ He seemed puzzled and concerned. “What is 
that sound?” 


Tick. 
Tock. 
Tick. 


A clearly pregnant Sola looked toward the kitchenette. Followed by other women, likely 
her mother and grandmother. 


“It’s coming from—” She froze as she saw what was attached to the stove. 
The ticking stopped. 
BOOM! 


Vader sat up in horror. 
Fire! 


He hated fire. 
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He kept beating himself. His cloak. 

It was like being back on Mustafar. 

Being on fire. 

The Senator! 

Varykino... 

Vader looked up and found it was in one piece. 
It was alright. 

Vader looked down. 

He was alright. 

Vader breathed in relief. Sweat running down his forehead and all over his body. 
He looked back up at... 

...Varykino? 


Vader studied it more carefully. Realizing some of the bricks and stone did not match the 
others. 


So an explosion had taken place here. 


This was his Master’s doing. Vader didn’t need the Force to see his Master’s fingerprints 
all over it. 


It had to be... but that didn’t make any sense. 

Why the whole family? 

Why not have some assassin shoot the Senator? 

Unless it was to send a message? 

The same way Sate Pestage died? 

That couldn’t be a coincidence. Nor did Vader did not believe in coincidences. 
Vader closed his eyes and tried and tried meditating some more. 

He was about to give up when he had another vision. 

Though it was clearly not the past he was seeing. 


The future? 


He was back on Coruscant, standing in the Throne Room. 
He saw the Senator. 


Judging by the ring, she was still his wife. 
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She looked so... old. 

Tired. 

Sad. 

He looked older too. By maybe five years. Yet the Senator looked at least ten years older. 


Vader slipped his fingers down and underneath her blouse. He ran hand possessively over 
the very small curve of her belly. “I sense we’re going to be parents again,” He whispered 
sadistically in her ear. 


The Senator did not smile. “So it’s congratulations this time and not another threat? And 
not followed by another miscarriage this time?” She said bitterly. Again, almost sad really. 


Vader yellow eyes narrowed, “How many times must I say that was an accident?” How 
many more times would he have to apologize? 


It was about three years after Luke and Leia’s birth. Padmé was about five months 
pregnant with their third child, but Vader began to think differently. He did not sense the 
Force in the child. At least, it wasn’t as strong as Luke and Leia. 


Vader finally confronted her over the matter. 


“Whose is it?” Vader cornered her on a flight of stairs ‘Clovis!’ He screamed, “You will 
tell me the truth!” He screamed, “TELL ME!” 


“Enough of this!” Padmé screamed while taking a step back, “Of course this is your child. 
How dare you question—” She then tumbled down the palace’s grand staircase. 


They rushed her to the medical droids, but there was little they could do. 
She miscarried. 


And as it turned out, the child had been a boy. More importantly the boy actually was his 
child. 


Vader always hated himself for what happened and he had done his best to make it up to 
her. 


He took her to her homeworld to see her to other beautiful worlds such as Alderaan and 
Felucia. And finally back to Naboo again since none of the others seemed to please her. He 
brought her speeder loads of roses, leias, and all her favorite flowers. He even commissioned 
a new Star Destroyer and named it the Amidala. 


But to no avail. 


She would barely speak or even look at him. Nor share a bed. She only made civil 
conversation and pretended to share a bed for the sake of their children. 


Behind his back, she began to disobey his orders and even had the audacity to belittle him 
to the media and public. 


The last straw came when his spies reported she had been speaking with a lawyer whose 
expertise was divorce. 
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Finally, he snapped. Between the thought of her leaving him and a year of her unpleasant 
behavior, he had enough. 


Vader took away her office. Her duties. Most of her privileges. He confined her to the 
palace where she was not allowed to leave without his explicate permission and his most 
trusted guards. 


And finally, he broke his promise to her. He plucked their living son and daughter away 
from her. Who were only five years at the time. He sent to be trained in the ways of the Dark 
Side. Including the Orsis Acadmey where Sidious sent Vader when he was young. Even Maul 
many years before him. 


Vader never understood why she was so upset. She never wanted them or the baby they 
lost to begin with. 


Yet, she continued to ask to see them. To know they were alright. 
She pleaded and even once got down on her knees and begged him. 
“Please!” She cried. 

It almost moved him. 

Almost. 


And it might have it hadn’t been so pathetic. Where was the strong, cunning, manipulative 
woman he had married? 


Fortunately, that woman wasn’t entirely gone. She tried using all her whims— the few 
political ones she had left and of course she tried to sexually manipulate him. 


Not that he didn’t enjoy those tricks. 


When they were through, he always said, “Tomorrow... you can see them tomorrow.” 
Sometimes, he would say, ‘Next week.’ The next day he would say, “Maybe tomorrow.” 


But it never happened. 


She hated him even more. Which was fine with him. That was her own affair. She could 
feel however she wanted. It didn’t matter to him. 


She was still his regardless. 


Vader opened his glowing eyes. 

He breathed for a few moments. realizing he was back in the... 
Palace? 

Still? 

He quickly realized he was still having a vision. 


Again, he was in the Throne Room. 
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Sitting. 
Vader realized he was sitting on the throne. 


A young boy and girl around the ages of five came running to and... the Senator? She was 
sitting to his left hand side. In a matching throne and wearing red and grey robes. 


What was happening here? 
“Hi Daddy!” 
“Mommy!” 


Dressed in matching grey and red, Vader scooped them and placed them up on his lap, 
“How’s my little prince and princess?” He said. 


Said. 

In his own voice. 

He wore no respirator. 

How Vader longed and prayed for such a day. 
“Good!” They said in unison. 

“Can we go to the park?” Asked the boy. 
“Please!” Said the girl. Showing her best smile. 


Vader looked to his wife, “Why not?” They did have a few hours until their next 
appointment. 


Padmé nodded, “Let’s go.” 

“Tt is a yes then,” Vader told them. 

“Yay!” They hopped off their father’s lap and ran to the door. “Hurry up!” 

Vader was half to the door, “We’ll be there in a moment.” He looked back to his wife. 


Padmé was scooping their youngest child from the play pen just meters away from the 
thrones. 


The baby had golden hair like him, but dark brown eyes like his mother. 


“He has his first life day in two weeks.” “We need to buy his presents and party 
decorations soon.” 


Vader shrugged, “I fail to understand why.” He would be too young to remember this 
party. Nor did he understand what was happening. “The party will be more for Luke and 
Leia.” They would probably enjoy the cake, their brother’s presents, and the guests far than 
young Ruwee. In fact, he would probably find the boxes than all the expensive toys and gifts 
that they came in more exciting than the actual gifts. 


The Senator smiled, “True, but it’s also for us.” The parents. “Also, we can celebrate.” 
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Vader wrapped his arm around her waist, “Celebrate?” Little Ruwee’s birthday of course. 
Was there something else? Some other occasion Vader had forgotten? It wasn’t their 
anniversary. It wasn’t her life day either... what was it? 


She kissed the baby’s forehead, “Oh, like the fact that he’s going to be a big brother.” 
She was pregnant? 

Vader stopped, “Really?” He said while looking at her eagerly. 

“Yes,” Padmé said. She smiled down at little Ruwee. 

“A ba da,” He already seemed excited. 


Vader seemed even more enthusiastic. He was actually smiling. “You are amazing,” He 
kissed her lips. “Can’t wait.” He pressed his fingers against her flat abdomen. 


“So you don’t mind if I put on a few pounds?” Unlike the media. 

Vader growled, “Again?” How dare beings criticized her appearance and weight. 
His blue eyes studied her. She couldn’t be any more perfect. 

“T am going to have a talk with these reporters,” Vader said darkly. 


While his motives were sweet, Padmé did not like where he was going with this. 
“Remember what we talked about,” She said. “Freedom of speech and of the press.” They 
were not like Palpatine. They were better than him. 


Vader let the baby hold one of his fingers, “Like the children, you should be off limits or at 
least your appearance.” Their comments were unwarranted and unnecessary. “And they 
should know better...” 


Padmé glared at her husband, “I don’t like what they say, but I like what you’re planning 
even less.” Padmé reached out to touch his arm. “So let us look for another solution before we 
do anything... aggressive.” 


“A diplomatic solution?” Vader disliked those, but they made her happy. “Very well, I will 
wait.” 


For now. 
Padmé smiled at him. She was about to walk away when Vader pulled her back. 
“But find one and soon,” Vader said. “I am not a patient man.” 


Using her free hand, Padmé wrapped her arm around his neck. “And that, Anakin 
Skywalker, is why I love you,” And their lips met. 


Anakin Skywalker? 
Vader opened his eyes. 


He didn’t... didn’t understand. Anakin died years ago. 
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This didn’t make any sense. 
Either of these so-called visions. 


He was a Sith Lord. Children did not fit into his world unless they were servants of him 
and the Dark Side. And these potential children were anything but servants unlike in the first 
vision. 


So... the first vision would be the best outcome. 
Right? 


Vader wasn’t sure. Which wasn’t really was out of character. He was always sure. As the 
Supreme Commander, he couldn’t afford not to be. 


While Vader supposed he liked both visions. Either would please him. 
He was happy and he was Emperor. 
Secretly, he couldn’t help but enjoy the second one where the Senator was much happier. 


But... that wasn’t very Sith-like. Keeping her as his prisoner and slave, like in the first 
vision was more Sith-like. 


Really forget the children and keeping her as a pet. 

Killing her was the real Sith thing to do. 

Wrapping his fingers— physically or mentally— around her beautiful neck. 
Or... 

Vrrroooooom! 

His blood red blade smashed into her chest. 

The Senator gasped in pain and confusion as she crumbled to her knees. 
Vader turned off his lightsaber and cradled her in his arms as life faded from her body. 
He watched as life left her eyes. 

“TI loved you,” He whispered through his respirator. 

Loved. 


“But I love the Dark Side more,” Vader replied. Fighting back the tears, “I’m so sorry...” 


Vader gasped as he woke. 
He looked around. 

There was no palace. 

No Senator. 


Well, he felt she was nearby. Probably inside the estate, Varykino. 
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So this was real. 

The present. 

Finally. 

Finally he was back in reality. 

He wasn’t sure if he could take any more visions today. 
Past or present. 

Vader stood up on his wobbly legs. 


Again, children didn’t fit into his world unless they were servants. Like in the first vision. 
That made more sense. 


Not like the second one. 


The second one... he had a family. A real family. They were happy. He was happy. He 
was... 


The realization felt like a shot in the gut. 

...not a Sith. 

He was not a Sith. Not in that second vision. 

The thought— the possibility made his heart race. 
Not a Sith? 

That didn’t make sense, but he understood that much. 


Vader paced around the garden. He had been a Sith for most of... well, he had only been a 
true Sith for two years. Since the death of Lord Tyranus. But he had served the Sith and the 
Dark Side for most of his life. The thought of being without it... 


Without the Sith... 
Truthfully it scared him. 
What am I? He thought. Who am I? 


Did he really want that? To throw away all he worked for all these years? To be without 
the power of the Dark Side? 


Was it worth it? 


Was she worth it? Padmé, not only as his wife, but his Empress. Not to mention the mother 
of his possible children. 


Were they worth it? These children. What were their names? Luke and Leia and little 
Ruwee? He understood where the third name came from, but where did the first two names 
come from? 


And why did they even have children in the first place? Vader doubted the Senator wanted 
children. And he knew he certainly didn’t want children? Did he? 
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Maybe. 

Children... He thought. 

They could... 

Maybe he did want them. 

He wouldn’t be the only one. 

A little piece of him. His blood, but also his mother’s blood. 

They could equal him in strength. In the Force. 

Maybe he could train them. Maybe one of his children could become his Sith apprentice. 
He could teach them everything he knew. And together they could rule the Galaxy. 
Forever. 

As father and daughter... or as father and son. Either would please him. 

But what about Aventra? 

For she was powerful, but would never be able to equal him in the Force. 

Vader supposed she could be useful... for now. 

Or did he want to keep both her and these potential offspring? 


Then again that might lead to trouble. Infighting was one of the reasons Darth Bane 
limited their numbers. 


Perhaps when Aventra returned he would eliminate her. Then again, he could wait until 
after these children were born or at least when Sidious was out of the way. 


And what about the Senator? 


Vader didn’t know, nor did he fully understand. Couldn’t he have all of them? Couldn’t 
Vader be both a Sith and have the Senator and family? Like in the first vision. 


Granted, yes, the Senator wasn’t happy. Unlike in the second, but at least she’d be alive. 
And he could still have her. 
Vader was beginning to understand, after Palpatine, this would be the ultimate test. 


Not from Palpatine or any Sith, but directly from the Dark Side itself. 


What do you think? Very vision heavy. It wasn’t too confusing. Was it? Be honest. 


Considering what happened to Vader in Revenge of the Sith and in this AU, I wonder 
if Vader might be afraid of fire. I mean yes, it’s unlike him or very Sith-like to be afraid 
of anything, but that would make sense. 
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After Palpatine, this will be Vader’s ultimate test throughout the story. Which one 
does he love more? The Dark Side and being a Sith? Or does he love Padmé more? Or 
will he try to have both like in the first vision? Unless they are his servants or treated 
like possessions, again like in the first vision, a Sith from the Bane lineage cannot have a 
family. 


Trivia: Again, I can’t think of any. Questions? 


Review please. 
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27. Invitation 


Thank you for all the reviews! 


Time to to see some familiar faces from the Rebel Alliance. We understand more 
about Padmé and her plan. 


Hehehehe... 


Chapter Twenty Seven 
Invitation 
Later that night... 


Inside in her bedroom chamber, Padmé found herself in a familiar state. She couldn’t find 
her communications devices. 


Meaning Vader must have take it out of her chamber earlier. 
Padmé shrugged. 

No matter. 

She knew where her father kept an old model down in storage. 


Moments after Padmé finished putting it back together and plugging it in. She silently 
asked the Nubian goddess, Shiraya to let it work. Then she switch on the power button. The 
“Hello” screen came on. Amazing, after ten years and all the dust it collected, it still worked. 


Padmé smiled, “Thank you,” She quietly praised Shiraya. 
She typed in a discreet unlisted channel. 
Padmé then waited for what felt like an eternity. 


At first she only got static. Several moments later, a familiar face finally appeared. “Hi,” 
Padmé said when his face appeared. 


“Padmé? Oh, Padmé!” Baron Rush Clovis cried. ‘You’re-you’re okay!’ He turned around 
to see someone or something off screen. “It’s Padmé!” 


“Padmé?” Bail Organa rushed to the screen, “Padmé, are you alright?” 
“Yes, yes, I’m okay,” She assured Bail and Clovis. 
Rush tried looking around, “Where— where are you?” 


“Home on Naboo,” Padmé smiled. 
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“We have friends in that area.” Bail walked over to another comm center. “I’ll be right 
back.” 


“That’s good!” Rush fingers ran through his a stack of papers “How long will you be 
there? Maybe we could... get you out of there.” 


“T don’t think that’s such a good idea.” Padmé kept looking over her shoulder. There was 
no Vader was going to let anything happen to her. Not after the assassination attempt today. It 
was actually kind of sweet... what was she doing? Vader and sweet do not belong together. 
“We’re supposed to leave in the morning.” She hoped she wasn’t blushing. Yes, she supposed 
they wouldn’t be able to tell over the comm, but still. 


From over in his booth, Bail shook his head as he Clovis a grim look. 
Clovis’ heart sank. 
“T’ll keep looking.” Bail said as he sped out of the room. “Perhaps we missed something.” 


Clovis cursed. There was no way they could reach her in time. Nor did they have any other 
allies near the area of the Chommell Sector. He knew Bail’s search would be pointless. 


Padmé gathered this by the grim look on his face. She decided to change the subject. One 
that she was most curious to hear. “What about the spies? Is it true there’s a spy in the 
Emperor’s Guard?” 


“Bail and Mon said if I was able to get into contact with you,” Rush explained, ‘I’m not 
supposed to tell you anything.’ She already knew too much. What if Vader found out she was 
a member of their secret society? What if he interrogated her? Hurt her or worse? Rush never 
felt so frustrated. “I swear Padmé...on my father’s grave, I will get you out of there.” He 
made a clenched fist. “Away from... him!” That monster. He would pay for this. Rush would 
personally put a blaster bolt in the monster’s back. 


Padmé flashed him a soothing smile. “Rush, I’m okay, don’t do anything stupid,” She 
pleaded. Vader could easily snap him in two. Like a toothpick. Then who would keep her 
informed about the Alliance’s activities? 


Mon Mothma? 
Bail Organa? 
Not likely. 


Padmé knew their trust in her had been shaken. Then again, she wasn’t sure if they ever 
really trusted her. Plus the feeling was rather mutual. 


“T don’t want to lose you.” She then gave him her best flirty gaze and look. “Now tell me 
about the Emperor’s Guard?” 


Rush smiled. His heart raced. He had never been able to resist her. Ever since they first 
met all those years ago? 


“Alright,” He looked around “Well, the truth is...” 


Padmé could ear boots thundering down the— she looked up— the roof? 
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She cursed under her breathe, “I have to go.” 
“Wait...” 


After the screen went blank and Padmé hid the device in her large closet, she couldn’t help 
but smile. 


What was the old saying? 
“Hook, line, and sinker,” She said to herself. 


While Rush Clovis was a prick. An annoying, naive prick, but in his own way, he was 
rather a sweet prick. One would still had no idea what she was doing to him. Padmé was 
beginning to think he’d never figure it out. Which was fine with her. Not to mention it worked 
well for her plans. 


Clovis was wrapped around her little finger. As would the Rebel Alliance and finally one 
day the Empire. 


She walked from her vanity to her bed in her nightgown with a bounce in step. 


Now it was Vader’s turn. 


A few moments earlier... 


Vader opened the door to the balcony in his guest chambers. He climbed up the wall. On 
top of and over the roof. And finally scaled back down onto the balcony of the Senator’s 
room. 


A surprised Vader already found the door open. He walked through the doorway. Greeted 
by the curtains flowing in the air. He found the senator sitting in her chambers. Brushing her 
long thick hair. Apparently she had been anticipating his arrival. Dare he say, waiting for 
him? 


While Vader was dying to ask the Senator about her mother and that day, he knew better 
than to push to the issue. He knew what it was like to lose a mother and go through something 
traumatic like that. 


She put her finger up to her lips. “My father,” She pointed to the wall. 
Vader heard footsteps and whistling. 


“Strange,” Padmé whispered, “He is rarely up this late.” He read and sometimes watched 
the news, but was often asleep. 


“Tt appears he will be keeping a close eye on you tonight,” Vader replied. 


Padmé supposed she shouldn’t be surprised, but was also incredibly grateful. Despite 
everything, he still loved her. 


Though as long as they were quiet, there was nothing to worry about. She could already 
hear her father’s infamous snoring. 
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“T apologize for my father earlier today.” Padmé finished brushing her hair. “I also want to 
thank you for not harming him.” She doubted he ever showed such mercy. 


“You’re welcome,” Vader replied. A moment of awkward silence. “Now, let us never 
speak of this again.” After all, he had a reputation to keep up. Not to mention the Emperor 
would not be happy for him showing such mercy. 


Vader could almost hear his Master, “I’m beginning to think you’ve grown soft, Lord 
Vader.” 


Deep down, Vader knew he was growing soft. He was allowing this... this Senator to get 
away with things. 


Things he would normally not let others get away with. 
It was not a good thing. 
“Fair enough,” Padmé nodded. 


He also could not help but stare. Yes, Vader had seen the Senator in her nightgown before, 
but this one... it was very short. 


Shorter than the others. 
Covering up very little skin. 


Also, either his visual senses had somehow improved extraordinarily or it was very see 
through. 


“Goodnight,” Vader said. He was about to make his way back out when Padmé stopped 
him. 


“Stay,” Padmé said. 
Vader paused, “...very well,” The Dark Lord began to walk across the room. 
“Goodnight,” Vader said a moment later. 


Padmé looked up from her pillow. She saw her husband about two meters away from the 
bed. Sitting in her chair. 


“Goodnight,” Padmé said shaking her head. She had considered inviting Vader to join her, 
but she supposed it would be... inappropriate and awkward with her father on the other side 
of the wall. Still, in a way she almost had hoped Vader would join her. What she really hoped 
is that Vader would change his mind and would still have sex with her first and not other 
woman. 


He was her husband. 
But she was fine with it. 
Completely fine with it. 
After all, it was her idea. 


Yes, she was fine with it. 
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Later... 
Somewhere on Coruscant... 


In their sitting area, Senator Bail Organa just got through telling Mon Mothma about 
Padmé brief comm. 


She shook her head. “We never should have listened to Rush.” She sighed. “I like her, 
but...” Mon knew Bail liked Amidala, but she never trusted her. 


Bail nodded his head, “They were both wild cards.” Clovis had his shady past with the 
Banking Clan and Separatists. Amidala and her past with the Emperor himself. Many in the 
Alliance came with risks, but so far, every risk had proven his or herself. 


Well... there was one they had their doubts about at times. 


When they started their secret group over two years ago, Bail trusted Amidala more than 
Clovis. Mon had to convince him to let him in. She had known Clovis for many years. Their 
fathers had been friends and classmates at the same private school. 


Now, the complete opposite was true. 
He liked Padmé. He had known for many years, but he didn’t trust her. Not anymore. 


During past meetings, she kept pushing her own agenda. Swaying more and more of their 
secret colleagues over to her side of their discussions. 


Bail nor Mon liked it. At times, it felt like she was the leader of the Alliance. Not them. 


It wasn’t that they were jealous... perhaps a little. They founded the Alliance, but really 
Padmé always seemed to have an agenda. 


“Rush is right,” Said Mon. ‘We have to— must find a way to get her out of there.” Mon put 
all her worries in her voice. She had barely slept since Vader and Padmé’s wedding. “If Vader 
discovers she’s one of us, he’II—” She didn’t want to get of herself, but she had good reason 
to give voice to her worries. “He’ll kill her and then the rest of us!” The Alliance. Everything 
they had worked for and beings that had died, it would all be gone. 


“Or convince her to join them,” Bail replied. 


“Oh, please,” Mon argued. “Padmé is many things, but she’s not one of them.” She was a 
firm believer in democracy. It was her first great love. 


Bail shook his head. “I knew her before the... incident at her family’s home. After it 
happened she... changed.” And not in a good way. ‘I worry how far she is willing to go to 
seek her revenge.’ Ever since the night of Pestage’s funeral, he worried it would involve 
Vader. Since they were now “married”, they now had good reason to be worried. “What do 
you propose?” 


Mon sat in silence for several long moments. Her friend and colleague had some points. 
“Well, when one has a threat, one eliminates the threat.” That’s what happened on her native 
world of Chandrila. Even the Empire understood that much. 


“No, no,” Bail insisted. “We can’t.” 
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Mon sighed, “If you have another solution, I’m open to suggestions.” What did he 
propose? 


Even if they got Padmé away from Vader, what then? There was no she could go or hide. 
Vader would find her. 


Find them. 


Yes, killing Vader seemed like a much better alternative solution, but that was easier said 
than done. Many had tried killing Palpatine’s monster, but no one had even come close to 
succeeding. The Emperor’s Enforcer had wiped out the entire Jedi Order. Many of the Order’s 
best and most powerful. 


Bail shook his head. He didn’t know, but he did know one thing. “Look, let’s keep this 
between us.” They didn’t want word getting back to Rush and possibly Padmé herself. 


Mon nodded, “Agreed.” 


“Fine” usually means one isn’t fine. 


What do you think? What Padmé is up to? Clovis? Mon and Bail? Etc. Etc. I tried 
adding more depth to the Rebels, I like Mon, Bail, and Leia, but out of the four major 
factions in Star Wars (Empire, Republic, Rebellion, and CIS) I’ve always felt the Rebels 
are the most boring. I hope they get a new depth and more grey in the new canon. 
Especially that upcoming spinoff, Rogue One. 


This is another reason why Padmé is not a virgin. If she’s going to trick Clovis and 
string him along like that, followed by Vader, there was just no way. 


Poor Clovis, I don’t like him that much, but I actually feel bad for him. 


Review please. 
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28. A Disturbance in the Force 


Thank you for the reviews everyone! 
We finally get to see Aventra on her mission. 


Also Piett and the Emperor too. Sort of. 


Chapter Twenty Eight 

A Disturbance in the Force 

The next morning... 

“Lord Vader,” Admiral Piett bowed as he greeted the couple from the ramp of their shuttle 


Vader was in no mood for Piett’s complaints. He looked to the Senator. Vader had other 
things— more important things on his mind. 


From his visions, the Emperor, the Senator, and her offer. 


Vader looked at the wall chrono. “I am well aware that we now behind schedule, Admiral.” 
By nearly twenty standard hours. 


“Well, yes we are or that is we were, my lord,” Piett tried to explain. 
The Senator raised a brow as she looked from her husband and back at Piett. 
Vader caught on to the use of past tense, “Were?” 


“The Emperor contacted us earlier, my lord,” Piett looked from Lord Vader to Lady Vader 
and back. ‘It appears the tour is being cut short. We are currently prepping for a return to the 
capital.’ Piett swallowed. “He also wishes to speak with you, milord.” 


Vader shook his head. Of course, he did. What was his Master up to now? 

“T will take the communication in my meditation chamber, Admiral.” 

“As you wish milord,” Piett bowed as he watched Vader march down the hall. 
The Grand Vizier, Lady Vader looked to him, “Meditation chamber?” 


Piett paused. Well, he didn’t see any harm in telling her. After, all most of the top ranking 
officers knew of Vader’s not so private chambers. Also she was the Grand Vizier, so she 
outranked them? “His lordship has a very personal chamber on the other side of the ship.” 
Piett suspected not only did it provide Vader some peace, but it was safe place where Vader 
could remove the respirator and breathe on his own for a short time. 


Lady Vader seemed to find this piece of information intriguing. “Thank you,” She replied 
with a smile. She was then greeted by her bodyguards, Captains Rex and Cody. 
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“Of course, milady,” Piett replied with a returned smile. While he knew best to never say 
this aloud, he couldn’t help but almost envy his lordship. 


Meanwhile... 


With a small respirator and enviro suit covering her from head to toe, Lord Aventra made 
her way through the unbearable tropical world of Drongar. 


Of all the worlds Barriss picked to hide, why did it have to be this one? 


Drongar was a mostly uninhabitable tropical planet in the Outer Rim Territories, with the 
native airborne spores causing death to those who were not protected from them. The climate 
was characterized by common monsoons with devastating electrical storms, soaring 
temperatures, and humidity over ninety percent. 


Aventra supposed those were the reasons, Barriss chose this world. 
That and her history on this world. 


During the war, Barriss Offee was sent to Drongar to use her Jedi healing techniques in 
order to assist the medical staff aboard the Rimsoos, the medical facilities tending to wounded 
clone troopers during the Battle of Drongar. If Barriss is successful in healing the clone 
troopers, she was supposed to return as a Jedi Knight. 


Clearly Barriss was not successful. 

Aventra sometimes wondered if that was where Barriss began down her dark path. 

The path that led her to blow up the Temple and frame Ahsoka Tano for the whole ordeal. 
If that was true, Drongar was a fitting place for their reunion. 


Up ahead, former Jedi Barriss Offee did her best to meditate and relax. She wasn’t even 
wearing an enviro suit or anything to protect herself. Having long mastered how to not only 
breathe but survive on such a harsh world. 


Slowly Barriss opened her eyes. She knew someone was coming and she had a pretty good 
idea who it was. 


Of course she knew was only a matter of time before the past caught up with her. 
She thought back to her first mission here. 

It was such a simpler time. 

Before the Temple bombing. Tano’s imprisonment and trial. 

Before Tano’s Master, Obi-Wan Kenobi discovering the truth. 

Before Barriss’ confession and imprisonment. 

Before Vader and the Emperor... 


Before... 
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Barriss opened her eyes and looked around. 

Vader ? 

She half expected to find the Dark Lord himself standing meters away. 
No... 

No, not Vader. 


It was... Barriss opened her eyes. “Ahsoka?” Barriss got up from her meditative state. 
“Ahsoka Tano?” Could it really be her? It had been... three years since she had last seen her 
former friend. 


The Tortuga emerged from the shadows. “That name no longer has meaning to me.” She 
pointed her already ignited blade towards her. “It is Aventra now.” 


“Aventra?” Barriss was confused, but not for long. She sensed a darkness in Aventra. Like 
nothing she had ever felt before. 


“Yes, Lord Aventra,” The Tortuga smiled proudly. “And one day soon it will be Darth 
Aventra.” 


“Darth?” Barriss couldn’t help but crack a smile. So now she was one of Palpatine’s tools 
or... “Vader?” She guessed. That would explain why she could sense him earlier. 


Aventra saw no point in hiding the truth, “My Master,” She nodded. 


“Vader?” Barriss shook her head. She supposed “Aventra” already had the look down. Her 
enviro suit and breather made her look like a mini-Vader. 


On top of her darkness, Tano— Aventra— whoever she was now, she was truly lost. 


Despite all this, Barriss couldn’t believe what she heard. “He is a monster.” She finally 
replied. “Do you have any idea how many Jedi he killed on that—” 


“They betrayed me first,” Aventra said through gritted teeth. ‘And you.’ She added. Why 
was she so upset? “How many beings died during that explosion?” 


“Not enough apparently,” Barriss ignited her dual lightsabers. “For you will pay for what 
you have done.” Siding with their enemy. Turning to the Dark Side, and Force only knew 
what else. 


“No,” Aventra grinned sinisterly. ‘No, you will pay for what you have done to me.’ 
Aventra ignited her dual lightsabers. “Your fall will be my ascension to the Sith.” She then 
threw one of her blood red lightsabers at Barriss. 


And the battle began. 


Back across the Galaxy, Vader knelt down on one knee and lowered his head. 
This was starting to get really old. 


“What is thy bidding, my Master?” 
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“There is a disturbance in the Force,” Said the floating image of Palpatine. 
“T have felt it,” Vader stated as he looked up. 

That much was true. 

He was the disturbance in the Force. 

He and his apprentice, Aventra. 

Vader also sensed Aventra had at long last found Barriss Offee. 

Finally. 

Luckily for them, Sidious thought differently. 


Sidious closed his eyes. “I sense it’s the Jedi,” He opened his yellow eyes. ‘According to 
Clone intelligence, a group of the traitors have set up a cabal somewhere in the Outer Rim.’ 
Unfortunately that was as much as they knew. “Two troopers discovered the body of this 
intelligence officer.” 


This was news to Vader, but he had be preoccupied lately. “I shall have it looked into.” 
Vader was glad Sidious didn’t seem to sense Aventra. Also this cabal sparked his interest. He 
hadn’t killed a single being since his wedding. 


“See that you do, Lord Vader,” Sidious replied. “As Admiral Piett probably informed you, 
in light of this threat against your wife, I want you to return to Coruscant.” 


That’s it? 
That was the reason they had to return to Coruscant? 


Vader and his Master had destroyed larger and far worse threats. Namely the Jedi. Then 
there were the assassins and numerous other enemies. 


Perhaps his Master was afraid of losing of another Grand Vizier? Or if Vader’s theory was 
correct, perhaps Sidious planned to destroy another Grand Vizier. 


But why? 
It didn’t add up. 


“Yes, Master.” Vader answered. Realizing how long he paused. “Admiral Piett is plotting a 
course for Coruscant.” 


“Good.” Palpatine answered. “My sources on Naboo tell me you spent the night there.” 


Of course they did. The Emperor’s spies were everywhere. Honestly, how he and the 
Senator had gotten away without doing it this long was a complete mystery to Vader. 


“That is correct.” There was no point in lying ‘The Senator insisted on seeing her family,’ 
Vader explained. “More importantly, it gave me time to investigate the threat. To make it was 
not someone aboard this vessel.” In a way it was true, but also a lie. Vader did make sure the 
threat wasn’t connected to someone aboard the Executor, but he knew long before that it was 
a pointless investigation. 


“Ts there?” The Emperor didn’t seem convinced. Nearly bored, in fact. 
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“No, apparently the man is a disgruntled citizen.” So Captain Panaka said. Vader didn’t go 
and interrogate the suspect like he wanted to. He had been far to occupied with his visions 
and the Senator. “According to the Queen’s chief of security, Captain Panaka, the man was 
angry with the Senator over the loss of his wife.” Apparently she died during the Battle of 
Naboo. It seemed strange to Vader. Why wait fifteen years to enact one’s revenge? Why not 
have killed the Senator years earlier when she was still Queen? 


“Master, while I was with the Naberrie clan, I was...” He thought of telling his Master 
about his meditative vision, but decided against it. “Master, what happened to the Senator’s 
mother? Madame Jobal Naberrie?” 


Sidious wasted no time answering, “It is of no concern to you, Lord Vader.” His sharp tone 
also said, don’t ever bring up this topic again. 


That told Vader everything he needed to know, “Yes, Master.” So Sidious killed Madame 
Naberrie and Sate Pestage? After all, he died by an explosive device too. Vader would have to 
look and see if there were any similarities between the bombs. 


“T will see you when you return,” Sidious replied as the image faded. 


Back on Drongar, Aventra struck at Barriss again and again. Barriss put up every defensive 
move she could muster. 


They were nearing a cliff. Both knew this cliff would be the end of one or both of them. 


Aventra was determined to make sure it wasn’t her. She continued to strike harder and 
harder from left and the right and all around. 


Overwhelmed, Barriss knew she was giving more and more ground. She continued to 
block and parry... but she just didn’t have it. 


Aventra was too strong. Vader had clearly given her pointers in the Form V, the most 
aggressive form. Including the attack, Falling Avalanche, an overhand power blow that 
crashed down upon an opponent with incredible force. 


As Aventra delivered each strike— she saw images of her former Masters Obi-Wan 
Kenobi and Yoda appeared. She couldn’t understand why. They had abandoned her and were 
probably dead. 


The ground couldn’t hold anymore. Finally, the ledge under Barriss’ feet collapsed. 
She plunged into a massive chasm, but she didn’t scream. She seemed at... peace. 
While Aventra was anything but. 

Aventra stood there for several long moments and let out a final scream of rage. 


One that Vader could hear back on the Executor. 


An unexpected move by the Emperor. Thoughts on him? Aventra and Barriss? 
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Trivia: The world of Drongar comes from the MedStar novels which starred Barriss 
Offee. Though she was actually successful in her mission and became a Jedi Knight. 
Really I think Barriss was originally around Anakin’s age, not Ahsoka’s. Then Filoni 
changed it, to give Ahsoka a friend and then an enemy, I suppose. Though doesn’t 
Anakin/Vader already fill that role? I don’t know. 


The dual between Barriss and Aventra is inspired by Anakin Skywalker’s and Asajj 
Ventress’ dual on Yavin IV in the original Clone Wars. 


Review please. 


** Also to the few of you who continue to pester me and PM me to make sure Vader 
has sex with another woman. That Clovis dies a slow and agonizing death. That horrible 
things happen to Padmé and all the other non stop repeated questions/requests, I am 
only going to ask this one last time: 


*** CUT IT OUT. 1AM SICK AND TIRED OF IT. *** 


It annoys me and really wears on a person. I heard you the first time. Also it borders 
on abuse, bullying, and spam. I don’t want to block anyone, I’ve tried to be nice. I even 
gave two of you a second chance, but I will block you permanently if this continues. And 
I mean it this time, I will block you and not look back. If you leave a guest review I will 
delete it or maybe I’ll stop updating this story altogether. Enough is enough. I am that 
tired of it, got it? 
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29. Jealousy 


Thank you for the reviews. 
Vader pays a visit to one of the healers. 


More Rex and Cody. 


Chapter Twenty Nine 

Jealousy 

Aventra stood there for several long moments and let out a final scream of rage. 
One that Vader could hear back on the Executor. 

Vader breathed in the moment. 

Such power... 

Such rage... 

Passion and emotion. 

It was all such music to his ears. 

He suddenly felt a moment of pride. 

Nor could he wait for Aventra to tell him all about it when she returned. 
What powers and forms she used. 


Vader secretly hoped she incorporated Form V in her style. They even sparred off against 
each from time to time. Vader wanted to see if she had improved. If not then he may have to 
eliminate her. 


Even though she was across the stars, he could feel her growing rage and strength in the 
Dark Side. An excellent sign. 


At this rate, she would make a worthy Supreme Commander when he became Emperor. 
Not to mention a worthy Sith apprentice when he became the Master. 


Other than his Master and his puzzling moves, this was turning out to be a good morning. 


Vader looked at the Healer’s office down the hall. He then looked and felt around in the 
Force to make sure no one else was around. 


And hopefully it was about to get better. 
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Several moments later... 

Dr. Tymbers opened the door to the examining room. 

She raised brow, “Lord Vader,” this was a surprise. She closed the door. 
Tymbers checked for his charts. Hadn’t she forgotten an appointment... 
She finished flipping through her charts. 

No. 


No, Lord Vader was not on her schedule. Plus if Lord Vader had made an appointment, she 
would surely remember. 


Actually there was little information on the Supreme Commander. Most of his records 
were confidential. Made sense given his robes and Vader being one big mystery in general. 
She supposed that was part of the idea. It made Vader seem less human and more the monster, 
as many called him. 


“You normally see the Emdee units,” Tymbers said. Not sure what else to say. She was still 
a little dumbfounded. Not that she wasn’t intrigued, but why was he here? 


“That is correct.” Vader leapt off the table. 


Tymbers flashed him a smile, “Is there something wrong with the Emdees units?” She 
never found the things reliable or accurate for that matter. 


Vader looked at her sadistically. “Actually I was hoping you could help with something 
droids cannot.” He came up behind her. 


Tymbers didn’t pull away. 


It was said she helped the officers with many things. Hence her many promotions and 
other recognitions. She was only twenty five and was already one of the top doctors aboard 
the Executor. Most did not achieve such a position until a few years later in life. 


She even offered to “help” Vader once. 


Though he turned her down and warned her to, “Never make such offers in my presence 
again.” He may have killed her for such an insult, but he had been short on time that day. On 
his way to see the Pestage’s crash site. 


The doctor flashed him an even curious smile as she sat back on the examining table. 
“What did you have in mind?” 


Later... 


Cody and Rex did their best to keep up with the Senator. While she was rather short she 
moved rather quickly. It sort of reminded them of their training days back on Kamino. 


She had been looking for Vader. 
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According to two troopers they just passed in the hallway, apparently he was last seen 
heading into the healer’s corridors. 


Which all found... odd. 
“What is it?” The Grand Vizier asked. 


The second trooper explained, “Lord Vader normally visits droids for his health.” His 
fondness for droids and dislike for beings in general was well known. 


The other trooper even said he was seen entering of the office Dr. Tymbers. 


While this cadet was said to be a known liar and troublemaker, Rex and Cody still 
exchanged looks. 


Even the Grand Vizier seemed troubled by this news. 


As Vizier Amidala-Vader marched down the hallway, “Milady,” Rex called out to her. 
“T’m not so sure you should go there.” Dr. Tymbers had a reputation and not in a way the 
Grand Vizier would like. 


“Uh,” Cody nodded in agreement. “Yes, why don’t we go... show you the blaster range.” 
They hadn’t been down there yet. 


Rex nodded back, “Excellent idea.” 


If they recalled correctly, she had been excellent shot during the Clone Wars. Nor would 
they mind practicing themselves. They wanted to be prepared should another threat emerge. 


“Perhaps later,” She replied. 
Both Rex and Cody had a bad feeling about this. 


More importantly they did not wan there to be anymore trouble between the pair. They 
walked in on Vader almost killing her once. They had no desire to again or find a corpse. 
Her’s or Vader’s. 


Or both. 


Cody, Rex, and probably many other Imperials liked them both. Actually they were hoping 
if and when something happened to Emperor Palpatine— not they knew anything officially. 
There had been a rumor, more of a suspicion most had that Vader would try to kill Palpatine 
when the time was right and take the throne. Some were even wondering if Amidala would be 
Grand Vizier or perhaps even Empress. 


One could only imagine what a power couple they might make together. 
Such a thought was scary and intriguing all at the same time. 
Assuming she lived. 


Again both of them really. Lord Vader may have been an all powerful Sith Lord or 
whatever it is he called himself, but Amidala was not one to trifle with. 


Also while neither one of them would admit or perhaps they didn’t even know, but they 
liked each other. 
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Not to mention Amidala was doing things and getting away with things Lord Vader would 
not let any ordinary being get away with. 


At least that’s what Rex thought, Cody wasn’t entirely on board with that idea. 
Why else is she in such a hurry to see Tymbers? Rex mouthed to Cody. 
Who knows, Cody shrugged. It’s none of our business... 


The door to the healer’s examining room burst open. Including one Dr. Tymbers. Her hair 
style seemed a bit messy. Also, half of the buttons on her blouse were not fastened. 


A shocked “Oh...” accidentally slipped from Rex’s mouth. He managed to stop himself 
from cursing. 


“My,” Cody stopped himself before he said anything further. Something he might regret. 
This is precisely why she did not want to know this being. 
Now she had just saw her. 


Padmé turned to her guards, “Captain Cody, take me to the blaster range.” She needed to 
shoot something. 


Uh-oh. Thoughts? 
Trivia: Tymbers is the name of someone I knew in real life. 
Next chapter: Padmé isn’t happy, but Vader has a surprise for her. 


** Also I’m going to spread the word, there is an upcoming Star Wars documentary 
from Ministry of Cinema. It will be called The Prequels Strike Back, and yes they will be 
focused on the Prequels, but in order for it to happen, they need our help. They almost 
have enough to do a whole feature film. I don’t know about the rest of you, but I get 
tired seeing the Prequels torn apart, not to mention we PT fans as well. I think it’s long 
time to change that. Now I’d link put a link here, but I’m not sure if that’s allowed, but 
for now I’m spreading the word. 


Review please. 
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30. Dormé 


Thank you for the reviews, favorites, and follows. 


Sorry it took so long to update. I’ve been busy updating chapter 7 of The Price of 
Freedom and real life. ’ve been job searching and not much luck. 


Chapter Thirty 

Dormé 

The next day... 

Coruscant 

Home, Padmé thought. Finally. 

Well, sort of. 

Vader and Padmé exited the shuttle and entered the turbolift of the Palace. 

While Padmé hated this place, in many ways she preferred this place over the Executor. 


Though there was one setback. Vader would not allow Cody and Rex to live them. They 
were assigned to guard the entrance below and even had living quarters down in the lower 
levels, but that was as far they were allowed to go. Now they were to meet and escort her to 
the Senate and anywhere else she needed to go, but that would be all. They were not allowed 
to enter the main living areas of the Palace. 


So Padmé was on her own again. 

Except for Threepio and Artoo up ahead, and him. 

She didn’t look him, but she could hear his repetitive breathing. 
It was starting to wear on her nerves... not really. 

That wasn’t what she was upset about. 

What set her off. 

Vader and that woman. 


Meanwhile Artoo and Threepio’s bickering filled the large turbolift. Which Vader and 
Padmé were actually thankful for, because they didn’t feel like speaking to one another. 


But they knew it was inevitable. 
Several moments later the doors opened. 


“Well it couldn’t possibly have all that bad,” Threepio was saying. 
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Artoo beeped in response. 


“Now there I agree with you. I could use a tune up myself. All this space travel,” Threepio 
complained. “It wears on my circuits.” 


They pair began to make their way down to the garage. Vader had already agreed to look at 
them later on. For now it appeared they were going to each have an oil bath. 


Now that they alone, Vader turned to her, “You are very quiet.” 
Padmé glared at Vader. Now he was gloating. Oh, how he would pay for this. 


“We had a deal,” She said bitterly. “You could sleep with another woman, but I didn’t want 
to know or see her.’ “Much less see the two of you together.” 


“Yes,” Vader breathed. “It’s no fun when your spouse shoves their sex life in your face.” 


Padmé could tell Vader was smiling under that respirator. He was enjoying this far too 
much. “You are unbelievable!” 


Vader backed her against the wall. “I only slightly altered our deal.” He could have done 
worse. “Pray I do not alter it any further.” Not that he planned to, but he wasn’t in the mood 
for her complaints. Especially when he had done something for her. 


“Haven’t you?” Padmé shrugged. “I’m clearly not getting Dormé or any of my 
handmaidens.” And for all she knew he was planning to pay another visit to the little slut. 


“You underestimate me, Senator,” Vader backed away. 

Padmé slightly turned her head. could hear footsteps. 

Then a shadow appeared around the corner. 

A droid? 

It wasn’t Threepio. Was it? 

No. 

It was a being of flesh. Padmé could see curves and hair outlining the silhouette. 
It was... 

“Dormé?” Padmé ran towards the familiar silhouette. “Dormé! 


“Milady!” The two women embraced. 


Vader watched the pair’s almost touching reunion. 


Vader had approach the handmaiden shortly before the Senator’s speech and almost 
assassination attempt days earlier. 


Her background was clean. Excellent grades in her educational background. She had 
excellent recommendations from her previous supervisors and even the Theed Palace. She 
had never broken a law or had been arrested. Not even a speeding ticket. 
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Vader hesitantly offered for her to come and serve his new wife. Which meant she would 
live with them. 


The handmaiden was stunned at Vader’s offer, but in the end, she agreed and even thanked 
him. 


Vader also given her a set of ground rules. Disobey any of them and there would be severe 
consequences. He had already to put up with the Senator and her shenanigans, but 
handmaidens weren’t off limits. 


For a time, Vader even considered sleeping with Dormé, but had ultimately decided 
against it. That would only further complicate his already complicated relationship with the 
Senator. Especially if she was to come and live with them. 


Temporarily. 

So he kept telling himself. 

Vader shook his head. 

Oh, what had he done. 

It was bad enough the Senator had to live with him. 

Had he really just agreed to invite another being to live in his home? 

Vader decided he better go to the Palace and see his Master, but he really didn’t want to. 


Tomorrow. 


“How? When?” Padmé searched for words in stunned surprise. 
“Lord Vader approached me yesterday on Naboo.” Had it really been yesterday? 


“Vader?” Padmé could not believe what she just heard. “Vader?” She said again in utter 
disbelief. 


“Yes,” ‘He approached me on Naboo.’ “He asked me to come and serve you and so I have 
and will” 


“You... you didn’t have to do that.” 


“Of course I did,” She couldn’t leave her here all alone. Despite how angry Dormé was at 
the Senator for getting herself in this situation in the first place. And if they lived through this, 
she would still blame her for this entire mess. 


Padmé sinisterly smiled. After all, Dormé had shown up just in time... 


Uh-oh. Thoughts? 
Trivia: Can’t think of anything, questions? 


Coming up: So much. Not telling. 
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Review please. 
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31. Rumors 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 


Lord Vader pays a visit to his Master, Darth Sidious at the Palace. 


Chapter Thirty One 

Rumors 

The next morning... 

Vader stalked through the Palace. 


It was almost felt he was experiencing déja vu. It felt the day he was summoned to the 
Palace and the Emperor told him that he would marry the Senator. Not to mention all the 
other times he was summoned here to the Palace. It was growing very receptive. 


Except today felt... different. 

Vader entered the twin doors to the Throne Room. 
Vader lowered his head. 

“My Master,” Vader bowed. 


“Lord Vader,” Sidious put his fingers together as he studied his apprentice carefully. “Tell 
me about these rumors.” 


Rumors? Vader thought as he looked up. “What rumors?” His heart sped up. Had his 
Master heard about Tymbers? Did he suspect the real reason he and the Senator spent the 
night on Naboo? Or... worse? 


And Vader was right, it was the latter. 


The Emperor got up from his throne. “Rumors have surfaced that you and the Senator are 
not properly wed.” 


Later... 


After spending almost an hour convincing the Emperor that these rumors were nothing but 
lies, Vader made his way back to his Palace... or at least it used to be his Palace. His home, 
but for the moment he had more important things to worry about. 


Padmé heard him approach. She could also feel how... on edge he seemed. 


“The Emperor suspects!” 
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“Suspects?” Padmé grew very quiet. “You mean...” 

“About you and I,” Vader said with a small nod. 

“What?” Padmé gasped. A moment later she asked, “How?” 
Vader wanted groan. 

It must have been denial. 


“Let’s ask your handmaiden!” It must be her. It had to be her. Who else could it have been? 
“Where is she?!” He thundered. 


“Impossible,” Padmé said. ‘Dormé would never do such a thing.’ She stared up at him. 
“She swore an oath. Secondly hasn’t even left the Palace since she came here... yesterday.” 


Dormé barely knew anything. She certainly didn’t know the truth behind the marriage. At 
most she suspected, but she knew little. 


“Commitments are broken every day.” Vader once swore an oath of servitude, but that 
didn’t mean he planned to keep that promise to Sidious. Not forever. Besides she could have 
easily leaked rumors before her trip. 


“Unless you have proof,” Padmé placed her hands on her hips. “You will leave her alone,” 
She warned. 


Vader barely listened to her warning. “This is why I prefer droids and I never allow other 
beings in my Palace.” A moment later he asked, “Did you say anything—” 


“Oh, yes,” Padmé answered sarcastically. ‘Like I’m going to tell beings more about my 
personal life!’ As if there wasn’t enough of it out there already. First, it was the wedding. 
Then the “honeymoon”. Now the paparazzi was keeping an eye out for a baby bump. 


“T had to ask.” Vader still didn’t sound entirely convinced. 


Padmé finally sat down in her chair, “What are we going to do?” What did he... suggest? 
Padmé already knew the answer to this question, but she wanted Vader to say it. 


Vader’s eyes could have borne holes through her. “Let’s just... go ahead and be done with 
this.” 


“Be done with what?” Padmé wanted him to say it. 
Vader felt his anger grow, “Let’s make love.” Whatever it is they called it. 


Padmé paused, a moment later she replied, “First, you will not call it making love.” 
Making love is a sexual act between two beings who love each other. ‘I do not love you.’ Nor 
would she ever love him. “We do not nor will we ever love each other. Got it?” 


“Agreed,” Vader huffed. He didn’t love her either. Nor would he ever. Was he attracted to 
her? 


Vader couldn’t help but stare at her. 


Yes... 
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Yes, he would admit that much. But love? No, he was a Sith. They were not capable of 
loving another. 


“Alright,” Padmé nodded 

Vader was about to move in closer, but the Senator stopped him. 
“But before we begin, I have four conditions.” 

Four? 

Vader wanted to groan. Why was she so impossible? 


“If we sleep together I want it take place in another room.” One of our own. You have a 
palace full of personal chambers, but this is my space. “And she wanted it to stay that way. 


Her’s. 


“That can be arranged,” Vader agreed. Though he didn’t see the big deal in them doing the 
deed in here. He wanted to get it over with now, but the sooner he did things her way, the 
sooner it would be done and over with. 


Padmé could sense his frustration. It made her almost smile. “Secondly, I want it to be 
safe,” She had no interest whatsoever in bearing Vader’s spawn or any child whatsoever. Yes, 
she had been on birth control ever since the wedding. But it couldn’t hurt if Vader used 
protection too. 


“And thirdly, since this will be our first together, I want it to be special.” 
“That term I do not understand,” Vader replied. What did she mean by special? 


“T want to have a nice...” She almost said romantic, but this wasn’t really love. More like a 
business deal. ‘Quiet evening.’ For she did not get enough of those any more. “Enjoy a 
delicious meal. No interruptions, at all.” Meaning Palpatine, any officers, troopers, and 
anything further. “I want candles, wine, music, things like that.” Padmé wasn’t holding her 
breathe and any of this, but she wanted it to be special. Sure it wasn’t her first time, but no 
reason they couldn’t enjoy things... at least she could. 


That was five or six more conditions! On top of the previous three, and there was even one 
more! Vader felt his head starting to hurt. 


Padmé saw Vader’s bulging eyes. She smiled in amusement. “Try doing some research.” 
That should help. Then again they were some strange beings out there. “Just... put some 
parameters. Nothing too... erotic.” Padmé had no desire to be tied up or spanked or do the 
same to Vader. 


“What?” Vader seemed confused. 


In Padmé’s mind that was probably best he did not know what she talking about, “Never 
mind.” 


Vader seemed to agree. 


“And lastly,” Padmé spoke in a rather gentle and even a little seductive tone. “I want you 
to take off your robes when we... enjoy one other’s company.” 
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“No.” Vader cut in. They could still sleep together without him having to take his clothes 
off. 


Padmé uncrossed her arms. “Then we’re not sleeping together.” She began to walk 
towards the door. 


Padmé was about to leave the room, when Vader grabbed her arm. 

“You don’t...” Vader tried to say. “You don’t want to look at me.” 

“What?” Padmé asked. “Are you the most horrid looking man in the Galaxy?” 
“The ugliest,” Vader replied. 

Padmé shrugged, “I don’t care.” 


“We'll see,” Vader growled. He paused, then Padmé looked like she was ready to leave 
again, but Vader stopped her, ‘Alright,’ He said as he stood in front her. Towering over, his 
sadistic eyes meeting her own. “But don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 


Padmé smiled. 


And Vader left. 


What do you think? And yes, they will be having sex in an upcoming chapter. Not the 
next, but I’d say within the next five chapters. So please do not continually bug me 
about it, okay? Thank you. 


Coming up: Vader and Padmé get closer. 


** Don’t forget to spread the word about the upcoming documentary, The Prequels 
Strike Back. It is time to unlearn the Prequels. 


RIP to the man who played Count Dooku, the Jedi turned Sith Lord, and one of the 
first rebels of Star Wars, Christopher Lee. 


Please leave a review. 
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32. Dinner 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


** T slightly edited the end of last chapter. I added a sentence or two. Please re-read 
and let me know what you think about it? 


Padmé finally admits the truth to herself. She and Vader prepare for their big night. 


Chapter Thirty Two 

Dinner 

Two days later... 

Padmé Amidala-Vader sat in the Grand Vizier’s office. 

Her office. 

Staring at the grand chamber. Out at her grand view of Imperial City and the Plaza. 


Yes, she should be focused on her paperwork and other duties. She had done most of her 
duties, like cleaning— well, spitting on the Imperial Seal. 


Padmé could finish the rest of her duties, but she couldn’t help herself. She grinned like a 
schoolgirl and twirled around in the chair once more. 


Finally. 

Padmé was one step closer to her goal. 
She stopped the spinning chair. 

One step away from her actual goal. 
The throne. 


Padmé sat back in her, she could almost imagine the chair she was currently sitting was the 
throne. 


Her throne, Padmé smiled. 
Soon it would be hers. 


Padmé stared down at her red gown. Red had often been associated with the monarchy and 
Royal Houses on her homeworld. She thought it was fitting for her first official day on the 
job. She wondered if she should change before dinner tonight. 


Then again, she had already changed five times this morning. 
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Perhaps she should just stick with this one. She wished Vader had let her go shopping or 
let her get out of the Palace more, but hopefully that will change soon. 


Padmé groaned as she touched her hairpiece. 
And what about her hair? 


Padmé shook her head. She had to stop this. As if she hadn’t been driving herself crazy 
about this the past few days. 


Were they doing the right thing? 

What if their relationship— physical relationship only complicated matters more? 
It couldn’t... 

Could it? 

Padmé sighed. 

Deep down, she knew her sister was right. 

Vader was attracted to her. She saw the way he looked at her. 

And it was growing more complicated. 

Why? 

Again, deep down, Padmé knew but she could never admit. Not even to herself. 
Until now... 

I... Iam attracted to Vader... 

There. 

Padmé closed her eyes and hit the her head against the back of her chair. 


She said— thought it. That was not something she would dare say aloud. Her brown eyes 
searched the chamber. There were likely camera and listening devices in the chambers. 


Nor would she ever say it aloud. 

Nor would Vader. 

But that didn’t mean mutual attraction could lead to something more, could it? 
No. 

She would not— could fall for him. 

It would only complicated matters further. 

Not to mention lead to her death. 

Vader would never love her. 

If he knew... 

Yes... 
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Such knowledge would assure that he would never love her. 
If he knew... yes, telling him would surely keep him from loving her. Just in case. 
But... would he still want to sleep with her? 

Probably, yes. 

Vader was many things, but he was still a man. 

Yes, he would still want her— her body at least. 

If not, Padmé would find ways to convince him otherwise. 
Padmé would see to that. 

If not, Vader may continue to share the company of... 
Padmé made a disgusted face. 

...that woman. 


Again, it was only growing more complicated. Whether they were threatening to kill one 
another. Knowing or not knowing one another’s secrets. Then there was the matter of telling 
the truth about such such secrets. 


Speaking of secrets, Padmé then decided she would wear a certain snippet of japor 
necklace given to her many years ago. Yes, she smiled, it clashed with her red dress, but that 
was not the point. 


Padmé then stared up at her wall chrono. 


It was almost time. 


Later... 


Vader looked down at his new cloak, “I’m not sure I can do this.” Couldn’t he wear his old 
ones? He shuffled his clothes. They were so... itchy. Again, why couldn’t he wear his old 
ones? Perhaps he should cancel. Tell the Senator the Emperor contacted him. He had to go 
away for a few days. He wasn’t feeling well and decided to lock himself in his meditative 
chamber. 


His protocol droid, C-3PO looked at him. “What Master Vader?” He asked. ‘Have dinner 
with Miss Padmé?’ Threepio did not understand what was so hard about that? “Oh, well if I 
may say so, I’m quite pleased to see the two of getting along.” It was a nice change from 
some of their normal squabbles. He never understood them, humans, he supposed 


“Yes,” Vader agreed, “I supposed that’s... good too.” Hopefully they would be doing a lot 
more than just getting along. 


He walked out of his private chambers. He was full excitement and secretly fear. 


Vader couldn’t but almost fear something would go wrong. How many times had they been 
down this road? 
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What if they were making a mistake? 


What if the Senator thought he was ugly after all? Worse of all, what if she was frightened 
of him? 


What if he snapped and killed her? 


He took a deep breathe and walked up the stairs to the grand dining room. 


Several moments later... 


Padmé and Vader sat in a rather grand dining. While eating, she kept looking around. 
Admiring the architecture and painted ceiling. 


Vader didn’t really understand the fascination with it. 


Then again, he supposed the Naboo were big on art. His Master had an endless collection 
of art. 


Vader could have cared less about art unless they speeders or lightsaber hilts. Those were 
art. 


“Thank you Threepio,” Vader took the glass from his tray. 


A surprised Padmé asked, “I thought you never ate or slept?” So he lied? She was 
impressed. 


“T cheat every now and then and have a glass of wine,” He sucked on the straw through the 
grill of the mask. Allowing the wine to run onto tongue. Savoring the flavor. 


It was Dooku’s fault. Introducing him to fine wine. 
Among other things. 


Vader did his best to make conversation, “Is it... the meal good?” He wasn’t sure what was 
being served? Greens and some kind of meat? 


“Yes, it’s delicious.” 
“What’s the wine?” She hadn’t tasted it yet. 


Vader eyed her, “Blossom wine has always been my favorite.” Blossom wine was native to 
Naboo and one of its top exports. 


“Of course it is,” Padmé said under her glass. 


Vader noticed her hesitancy, “You don’t like it?” Was blossom wine not popular on 
Naboo? One of their top exports? Yet, she didn’t like it? 


“Tt was,” Padmé said quietly. “Used to be...” 
“You are a slut! Just like her mother,” He threw the wine across the table. 


It hit her face. It took days to get the stench of her face. 
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“And I should have drowned you in the river the day were born.” 
“I see,” From across the table, Vader sensed her emotions. 
Another thing Palpatine ruined. 

“For as long as I live, he will never hurt you again,” Vader vowed. 
The way Vader saw it she was no longer his to torment. 

That was his job. 


Padmé shook her head as she put her fork down. “Don’t— don’t make promises you 
cannot keep.” She put her hands together. ‘I cannot begin to tell you how times the Old 
Republic courts promised me and the rest of Naboo justice would be served and Gunray 
would be locked up.’ That day never came. “Now he’s dead... supposedly.” She murmured. 
There were days she couldn’t help but look over her shoulder. 


“Oh, I can assure you he is dead,” With the glass in his hands, Vader got up from his chair 
and walked towards her. “Nor will he harm you again.” 


Padmé blinked, “What?” 


Vader pulled her out of her chair, “Come with me.” 


What do you think? I love how Padmé twirls around in her chair. LOL 
Trivia: In EU, blossom wine was one of the top exports of Naboo. 


Coming up: The next chapter is kind of weird. Also we find out the truth about 
Padmé’s parentage. I’m kind of nervous about it. 


Don’t forget to spread the word about the upcoming Star Wars documentary, The 
Prequels Strike Back. 


Please leave a review. 
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33. Heir to the Empire 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Again, I’m nervous about this chapter. Not as nervous as I was, but it’s a real pivotal 
chapter. 


Thank you to the Kinetic Violinist! Good to have you back! 


So, here we go... 


Chapter Thirty Three 

Heir to the Empire 

Shortly afterward... 

Padmé Amidala could not believe her eyes. 
Viceroy Nute Gunray. 

Well, what was left of him. 

His head. 

More precisely, his taxidermied head. 


The Neimoidian’s skin was paler than his usual green, but overall the head looked how she 
remembered the sniveling Neimoidian. He even had his floppy black headpiece. Now his 
bulging red eyes were obviously fake. To begin with they were too shiny. Probably made of 
glass. 


There were a few other trophies in the dark chamber. 
Padmé recognized a white bearded human head as... Count Dooku. 


It looked like there were a few more, from humans to other species. Most of them she 
neither recognized nor cared about. Her eyes were mainly focused on Gunray. 


He was gone. 
She was truly free of him. 
And Dooku to some extent, after all he was involved with her assassination attempts. 


Several moments later, Padmé asked, “Out of all the Separatists,” She looked back at 
Vader. “Why him? Why Viceroy Gunray?” There had been dozens among the Confederates, 
its Council, and their followers. Personally Padmé felt some of the other Separatists would 
make better... trophies. 
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Vader remained silent, thinking his reply over very carefully. “I saved him for last.” He 
began to explain and reminisce. 


He remembered slashing his blood warm blade across the pathetic’s creature chest. 
Then his arms. 

His legs. 

And finally the Neimoidian’s head, when Vader finally allowed him to die. 


Vader breathed, “I remembered what he and the rest of those Neimoidians did,” he said 
with disgust. “What they did to... Naboo.” What he really meant was he remembered what 
they did to her. And Padmé knew this. 


He stared down at the Japor snippet. 

Had he— young Anakin really made that for her? 

He stared back into her eyes. 

Nor did it sit right with Vader, “...and me.” 

In a way, Vader had just basically admitted who he was. 
Strangely enough he felt... content with his semi-revelation. 
But silently uncomfortable. 

He tried to read her, but couldn’t gather much. 


Padmé couldn’t help but smile. Realizing how uncomfortable Vader was, she then said, 
“My father... he hunted and sometimes taxidermied his kills.” From what she heard he 
enjoyed this... hobby a lot. 


“Mr. Naberrie?” Vader knew of Ruwee’s fine gun collection, but did not recall any 
taxidermies at Varykino when they were on Naboo. 


Padmé’s face was then covered in shadow, “And my biological father.” Though the 
Palpatines no longer owned Convergence, Padmé knew they were still there on that wall to 
this day. 


Vader was confused. “The Emperor... Palpatine kept taxidermies?” He preferred statues 
and art. Minimalist art, if Vader recalled correctly. They were few, if any taxidermies in the 
Palace. 


Padmé shook her head. “Not that Palpatine.” She swallowed. ‘At least not the man who 
now calls himself Emperor Palpatine.” Padmé paused. “Did you know his name first is... was 
Cosinga. Cosinga Palpatine II.” 


Vader remained silent. What was this? Assuming this was true, why was she even telling 
him this? “I did not,” Vader did not know what his Master’s first name was or had been. He 
had it and the rest of his history removed from public record during his youth. Vader had tried 
learning more about his Master’s background, but with little success. 
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Vader then turned back to face her, “How do you even know this?” Yes, she was from the 
same planet, but Palpatine... Cosinga Palpatine was older than her. He probably had his 
records during her youth or before she was even born. 


“IT know many things.” Padmé said in the darkness. Staring down at her Japor snippet then 
back at Vader. 


Vader briefly nodded in response as he looked away. 
“T also know many of Palpatine’s secrets,” Padmé mysteriously replied. 
Vader looked back and studied her carefully, “Because you’re one of his.” 


“ 


...yes,” Padmé finally responded. “But not in the way you... many think. Many assumed 
there was something between us.” The gossip ranged from a falling out over policy. Palpatine 
becoming Emperor. After all, Padmé had publicly called him a threat to democracy. A few 
even suggested an affair. After all they were from the same homeworld and both seemed to be 
married to their work. It wasn’t entirely crazy to think they would bond over such similarities. 


Except that was the thing, they did share a bond. 

“Blood,” Padmé finally answered. 

“Spilled or biological blood?” Vader asked. 

“Both,” Padmé said. “I’m sure you figured out what happened to my family.” 


“All but why?” Vader knew now for certain it was something between Palpatine and the 
Senator and possibly the Naberries to some extent, but the Senator had just said it was not the 
what he thought. “What is it?” Vader did not know what else it could be. 


“As I said, blood and... and our father.” 
Vader felt his heart race. Did she just say... “Our?” What did that mean? 


“Yes, while Ruwee Naberrie is and always be my father.” He raised her. He had given her 
his name. An education. Food. Clothing. Love. Everything. ‘I am not of his blood.’ She 
swallowed. She rarely talked about this. “Cosinga Palpatine II,” Padmé explained. “Cosinga 
Palpatine I is... was my biological father.” 


Vader took several long moments to digest this new piece of information. 
Palpatine was not her father... 


...but her half-brother? 


Well, it was safe to say that Vader had not seen that coming. “I don’t... I’m afraid I don’t 
understand.” How was this even possible? 


“Tt’s just like your past life.” Her fingers touched the Japor snippet. “Does it matter?” 


True, while she knew she barely talked or asked about what happened to him. Which he 
was grateful for. 
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Vader looked her up and down, “No.” 

No, it didn’t. 

Vader would try to respect her in the same way. 

Padmé didn’t seem convinced. 

“T don’t care whose daughter you are,” Vader said 

He looked down. Thinking this over to himself, did he? 


Perhaps that wasn’t entirely true, if she really was related to Palpatine then she was legally 
next in line to the throne. 


The heir to the Empire... 

Could this cause complications? 

No, even if she revealed her true heritage, he could still kill her... or would he? 
She may also be his future Empress... 


Palpatine’s death was important to him. Just as it was important to her. If not more 
important. 


“Ts there anything I can do for you?” Vader asked. He didn’t know why or what else to say 
really. 


“No,” Padmé said then she looked up, ‘Yes.’ She looked at Vader, “Kill him.” 


“Someday,” Vader looked around the room. One day Palpatine would join the rest of his 
trophies in this room. “On the day I kill him, would you like me to bring you his head?” This 
was assuming there was anything left of the man. If there was, again Vader already had a 
place for Palpatine’s head right above the mantle. Right in the center. 


Padmé thought about it. His head? 
Oh, no. 


“No, no.” Padmé answered. She had something better. Something else in mind. ‘Bring me 
his lightsaber.’ The weapon he used and threatened to kill her with time and time again. 
“Stained in his blood.” 


“Done,” Vader said. “Do you wish to continue your meal?” 
“Well,” Padmé said in a mysterious voice. “I am in the mood for dessert.” She smiled. 


Vader did not understand the smile. She was hungry? “Very well, we’ll return to the dining 
area and—” 


Padmé nearly laughed, “Not that kind of dessert.” 
Vader felt confused then embarrassed. “Of course,” 


“This way,” Vader lead her down the hall. 
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Um, what do you think? Please, be honest. From the twists to the trophies. 


Trivia: I had originally thought about making Palpatine her father, but I feel that 
storyline has been done many times before. Not to mention the films already did that 
storyline. I don’t think there’s ever been a story where he’s her half-brother. 


Also it was hinted at in the novel, Darth Plagueis that Cosinga was Palpatine’s first 
name. Similar to the Emperor’s original name in the original drafts, Cos Dashit. While 
in the new EU it is Sheev... eh, I still Cosinga better. Anyone else? 


I was originally going to call this chapter, Trophies, but I like Heir to the Empire 
better. 


Coming up: Vader and Padmé get closer. There will later later be a chapter covering 
exactly what happened and from Palpatine’s perspective, but not for awhile. 


Please leave a review. 
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34. Dessert 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Things heat up in this chapter, but don’t worry, I do not plan on making this an M 
rated fic. I thought about it, but I can’t write smut. 


Chapter Thirty Four 
Dessert 
Later... 


A few floors below the grand dining room was an almost unnoticeable door. It was plain 
and ungrand unlike some of the other chambers doors. It was also almost hidden behind a two 
staircases. If one was not looking for the chamber, one would probably miss it. One of the 
many reasons why Vader had chosen this room as his and the Senator’s personal chamber. 


Padmé smiled as she looked around. “I have to admit, I’m impressed.” That was not an 
easy thing to do. 


While the outside was... unimpressive to say the least. While the inside was impressive. 
Most impressive in fact. This was more than she had hoped for. 


“T never knew you had such great taste.” Perhaps she should comm Vader if she ever 
needed decorating tips. 


“Tt was the droids,” Vader admitted. He didn’t want her getting the wrong idea. This 
wasn’t him, not really. 


Vader had them research “romance”. Though he had put up several parameters. Romance 
could only go so far. It wasn’t like they were really in love. Plus there were some really 
twisted beings out there. He wasn’t one of the Hutts from Tatooine who was into chains and 
slave outfits. 


Finally, Padmé noticed the stuffed pink and red Ewok among the many pillows. She could 
not help but snicker. 


Under his respirator, Vader groaned. Perhaps he should have put up even more parameters. 
“You can burn that if you wish,” Padmé placed it in his hand. 


Vader gladly took it and tossed it into the fireplace. Moments after it was consumed by the 
fire, Vader turned off the gas fireplace. 


He was already uncomfortable without his secret great fear crackling in his ear. 


He then looked back at the Senator. Flames reflected in his eyes. He approached her like a 
predator. 
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“Ah-ah,” The Senator suddenly held up the secret pistol she kept strapped to her thigh. 
Judging by his eyes, Vader seemed almost amused. 


“Take off your shirt. I want to look at you.” Padmé looked up into his eyes. To show Vader 
she meant it. 


While Vader didn’t think it was such a good idea, but if wished to see him so badly... 


And she had somewhat earned this, he supposed. Since she had opened up to him earlier. 
He finally had some answers to his many questions. 


“As you wish,” Vader lowered his head. 
His long black robe fell to the floor with a single thud. 
Revealing Vader’s familiar long sleeved shirt and pants. 


Next, he peeled off his gloves to reveal dry and calloused hands. He then took off the long 
sleeved shirt 


Padmé found more of the familiar burn scarring. From what looked like second and third 
degree scarring. Covering over half his chest... 


Padmé circled around him. As if he was some piece at a museum. 
...and his backside too. 


Padmé then faced him. Running her fingers down his chest. On top of the bum scarring, 
there were several other burn like scars sprinkled over his chest and arms and even over his 
right eye. 


Lightsaber wounds, Padmé finally concluded. 
There was another scar in the center of his chest. However it was different from the rest. 


“Surgical scar.” When he was thirteen he finally had to have one of his lungs replaced with 
an iron lung. All the bacta in the Galaxy couldn’t save it. 


As Vader got older, he had to have his bad lung replaced. 


At long last, Padmé spoke, “I’m only going to ask one question,” For now. “Did he set you 
on fire?” That was the most likely scenario in her mind. 


Sidious? 
“No,” Vader replied. That was true. 


Padmé wanted to ask further, but decided against it. Her questions could wait for another 
day. 


Padmé fingers then moved down towards his belt. She was about to undo his belt when she 
decided to ask about his other trophies. 


“Did you pick these off the Jedi you killed?” 


“Some of them.” 
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During some of his early missions, Sidious and Tyranus asked him to bring a lightsaber off 
a Jedi or some other Force user. Part of a test. Even the past few years he still sometimes 
asked to see the lightsaber of the latest Jedi he sent him to destroy. 


“These however,” Vader said gesturing to his belt. “All belonged to Force users who were 
not Jedi.” Sith and other servants of the Dark Side. 


The first curved hilt belonged to Tyranus. Vader would never forget the moment he picked 
it off the man’s broken corpse. 


The other curved hilt belonged to Ventress. Vader wore it as a reminder to his apprentice, 
Aventra. 


The third hilt or half a hilt belonged to Maul. While Vader never wished to be reminded of 
that monster, again it was a reminder. That was not that weak little boy anymore. 


The fourth hilt once belonged to Sidious. It was a gift of sorts. 


The night Vader arrived on Coruscant and “rescued” Lord Sidious from Jedi Master Mace 
Windu, he lost his lightsaber after it fell out of the window along with Windu. Moments later, 
Sidious thanked him and said how proud he was of him. Earlier that day, Vader had also 
destroyed Master Tyranus. Sidious then finally acknowledged him as his ‘one true 
apprentice’. Sidious then no longer simply as Vader or perhaps Lord Vader, but as “Darth 
Vader”. Lastly before he sent him and the 501st to the Temple, Sidious gave him his spare 
lightsaber. Not only because he would need to “humiliate the Jedi” at the Temple, but it was 
also a gift. 


And finally, “My own lightsaber,” said Vader. The one he made shortly after Operation 
Nightfall, the march on the Jedi Temple. 


This weapon featured a thick, ridged handgrip with a high-output diatium power cell. A 
dual-phase focusing crystal, forward mounted adjustment knobs, and a beveled emitter 
shroud. However, due to the size of his large hands, Vader was forced to make the grip 
considerably thicker and longer than his first lightsaber, resulting in a weapon that Vader 
believed was inelegant to the point of being ungainly. 


Padmé studied it , “It’s beautiful.” 


“You really think so?” Palpatine had always hated it. Of course, Vader felt like Palpatine 
hated everything he did anymore. 


“Synthetic crystal?” Padmé asked. 


Vader looked at her, surprised. “Very good.” How did she know that? She was no Sith nor 
any kind of Force user. 


Padmé looked up at him as she turned off the blade. “After I... found out about Palpatine, I 
began to familiarize myself with the Sith.” As much she possibly could. There were many 
things that were out of her reach since she was not Force sensitive. “Looking back, I think... 
Palpatine wanted to train me... until he found I wasn’t Force sensitive.” Once in awhile she 
wondered how much her life might have been had she been strong enough in the Force. 


Padmé sometimes wonder why she wasn’t. She had come to the conclusion that Palpatine 
inherited his Force sensitivity from his mother. Hence, why she was not strong in the Force. 
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Regardless, she supposed it was for the best or else she might have ended up exactly like 
Vader. 


While Vader stared at her in alarm. He supposed he once thought it was a pity she wasn’t 
Force sensitive, but he wasn’t being serious. Was he? 


If she was... they would be having an entirely different conversation. 


They would facing each other off in a duel, or would Sidious have even rescued him from 
Mustafar? 


Padmé ignited the blade. “It must be so exciting to use such a powerful weapon. To hold 
so much power in your hands.” She carefully moved it around. “Something’s life.” 


She had no idea. “Yes...” Vader watched her curiously though cautiously “Yes, it is.” 
Besides Palpatine, few beings truly understood this. 


General Grievous perhaps? 


But Vader and Grievous never truly met. He wasn’t even sure Aventra understood this, 
perhaps one day soon. Of course, he blamed her Jedi past. 


“Could you do it?” Vader asked. “Could you kill something... someone?” Other than 
droids, she had never killed anyone, at least not to his knowledge. 


“T don’t know,” Padmé looked back up at him. “Do you think I could?” 
Vader paused as he studied Padmé. 
“Would you like to watch me?” 


...yes.” He quietly answered. 


Staring at their reflection in the mirror is across the room. Thinking about the visions he 
had. 


There was no time to give them further thought, Padmé turned around and began to undo 
his belt and pants. 


Almost hesitantly, Vader backed up and sat down on the bed. He hoped he was doing the 
right thing. That this was all worth it. 


First, he took unstrapped his boots and took them. Revealing his identical pair of shiny, 
silver durasteel toes and feet. 


That Padmé had not seen coming, though she supposed she should have since Vader did 
not walk so gracefully sometimes. 


On his left, the durasteel met his scarred flesh at the knee. While on his right, the durasteel 
didn’t meet his scarred flesh until his upper thigh. 


Finally he finished taking off his pants leaving him in nothing but his underwear. 


“What—” Padmé began to say. She had yet to take her eyes off his legs. She had also 
lowered her weapon. 
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Vader cut her off. “I do not wish to discuss my legs.” He then grabbed the blaster by the 
end of its muzzle. ‘Now,’ Crushing it instantly. Twisting around the curled end backwards. It 
now pointed towards her. “It is your turn.” It seemed only fair. After all, it was her idea to 
begin with. 


Vader shook his head at the crumpled blaster. They did not make them like they used to. 
He then shifted his eyes back to the Senator. 


Padmé’s eyes widened more and more. 
Vader took it and tossed it into the dying fire. For a moment he watched it burn. 


Padmé began by undoing her hair. She hadn’t done anything fancy knowing what this 
evening would bring. 


Next she put her back to Vader while holding up glorious hair, “Would you?” 


Vader peeled the zipper down to her lower back. Padmé’s dress then let it fall to the floor 
with a small thump. 


Vader walked around, as if she were some prized prey. Not only because he was fascinated 
to see her for the first time, but also to make sure she did not have another weapon on her 
being. 


Padmé could sense he was looking her over for a possible weapon. “You still don’t trust 
me? 


Vader came up behind her, “I shouldn’t.” Tightly wrapping his arms around her. He 
whispered into her ear, “When I know what you did.” 


Padmé gave a political answer, “What I did?” She gestured to herself with her left hand. 
“I know,” He said into her ear. 
Padmé did her best not to pause, “Know what?” Still keeping up her political tone. 


Vader slightly shook his head. Why were they still playing this game. “I know you began 
those rumors.” 


“Milady,” Asked a being. “I have to ask, what is Lord Vader like?” 
“Ts he really human?” Asked another. 


“IT wouldn't know,” Padmé shrugged. “He still meditates on the floor and when he’s not, 
he’s in the arms of that slutty healer.” 


Vader suspected this happened sometime before they returned to his Palace. When they 
were leaving the Executor. He had noted she talked to a small group of beings, probably 
females, but he hadn’t thought much of it. 


Then. 


Padmé did not look at him. She then wondered how he knew or had simply figured it out. 
He had been suspicious when he first asked her days earlier. 
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Vader ran scarred and calloused hand through her hair, “Is this jealousy I sense?” He may 
have smiled or even laughed if the situation was not so serious. Did she have any idea how 
much trouble they could have gotten into? 


Padmé turned and looked at him. Scowling with an accusing finger. “I told you, I didn’t 
want to know or see the woman, you—” 


“Senator,” Vader cut her off as he took hold of her tiny wrist. Trying to calm her down. 
“Senator, I didn’t touch her.” 


“What?” Padmé bluntly cried. She studied him carefully. To see if there was any grain of 
truth in his statement. After a moment, Padmé said, “I’m not sure I believe you.” 


Vader finally let go of her wrist. “I don’t trust you very much either.” He had good reason 
to. He put his against his respirator and slowly peeled it away from his mouth and cheeks. 
‘But for tonight,’ He said in his human voice. “I willll... make an ex-exception.” He did his 
best to say. It was always hard for him to speak when he first took the bloody thing out. 


A stunned Padmé slowly raised and gently ran her fingers over his scarred cheeks and lips. 


“.... told you,” Vader said using his voice. His real voice. It was very quiet and hoarse. “I 
am... Galaxxy’ss ugliest man.” 


Padmé pulled him close, “Not in my eyes.” And she meant it. 

She pressed her lips against his and kissed him. Which clearly caught Vader by surprise. 
Padmé poured everything she had in that kiss. 

Vader stayed still. In shock and he seemed rather tense. 


Surely he had at least been kissed before... hadn’t he? How long had he worn that 
respirator? Then again he apparently didn’t even need it. 


Padmé was about to consider this further when Vader began to kiss her back. 


Padmé pulled him closer. Wrapping her right arm around his neck and her lower around 
his waist. 


While Vader pulled her down on the bed. 
Vader’s fingers then touched her bra straps as he lowered her onto the bed. 


Outside their chamber, a cloaked slowly walked by the door. 


What do you think? Vader finally got the respirator off. More on that next chapter. 
What do you think about the lightsabers? 


Trivia: The “chains and slave outfits” is a shout out to Leia’s slave outfit from Return 
of the Jedi. I thought about making Padmé Force sensitive, but honestly, I never like the 
stories when she is Force sensitive. I like her the way she is. 


There’s one scene in here based on a Joffery and Margery from Game of Thrones. 
Enjoy GoT fans. 
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Coming up: More Vader and Padmé. 


Leave a review please. 


177 


35. Distractions 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and review. 


More Padmé and Vader. 


Chapter Thirty Five 

Distractions 

Later... 

“You alright?” Vader asked. He put his respirator back briefly to take a few deep breathes. 
Padmé nodded against her pillow, “Just a little cold.” 


Vader raised the silk covers over her exposed back, “I didn’t... didn’t hurt you, did I>?” 
Then he took the respirator back off and put it on the nightstand. 


“No,” Padmé shook her head. If anything he had reawakened her. It was so nice to share a 
bed again. Padmé then looked up at him. Propping her head up on her arm. “Tell me 
something, was that your first kiss?” On top of everything else? 


Vader sighed. He truly didn’t want to answer that question. Though his slobbery kiss 
probably already answered that question. “That bad, huh?” 


“No,” Padmé smiled. “No, not all.” She placed a hand on his cheek. 
Vader did not seem so convinced. 
“You just need more practice.” Padmé craned her neck to kiss him on the lips. 


Vader smiled... well, to the best of his ability. A crooked smile. He couldn’t remember the 
last time he smiled. Really smiled, not just under his respirator or felt like smiling. 


Padmé looked up at him quizzically, “So you can live without your respirator?” Padmé 
said. Yes, this was stating the obvious, but they hadn’t really talked about the shaak in the 
room. 


“Mostly,” Vader said. Overall, his lungs were in fair condition. Now they were not perfect. 
In a way, one could say he was an asthmatic, but his lungs were in far better condition than he 
let on. 


No one, not even his own medical droids or the Emperor knew. 


Vader was planning to keep that way and use his secret to his advantage when he fought 
the Emperor one day. 


Vader over at her, “You cannot tell anyone.” 
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So it was a secret. One she was privy to. She was, in a way flattered. 
Really, who else knew? 


Padmé and... C-3PO? Then again, would Vader even trust the droid with that information? 
Yes, the droid rarely left the Palace, but Vader wasn’t exactly the most trusting being in the 
Galaxy. Did anyone actually know? 


“I see,” Padmé said. 
Vader slightly pinned against the bed. “I am serious,” He said a dark tone. 


“You still don’t trust me?” Padmé sounded almost disappointed, but not surprised as she 
looked up at him. “Now let me go.” 


Vader lessened his grip. “I trust you want Sidious dead.” He growled. 
“More than you could possibly imagine,” Padmé said quietly. To herself more than Vader. 


Vader doubted that, but their want... their need for revenge was probably almost equal. 
With his outranking hers a bit more. 


But enough talking, “Would like to warm you up some more?” Vader asked eagerly, but 
not too eagerly. He didn’t want to sound like some lovesick puppy. 


“Well, it is more enjoyable than yelling or shooting you.” And her giggles began to fill the 
chamber. 


A few hours later... 


After the Senator fell asleep, Vader slipped his respirator and clothes back on and then 
exited the chamber. 


Now he was doing what he normally did this time of night. 


He never slept, instead he either fought his battle droids or meditated. The latter seemed 
impossible after tonight’s events, so he fought his droids, hoping to take his mind off the 
Senator and everything else. 


One of the blaster bolts hit his arm. 
Vader looked down at it. Shaking his head. 
It was hopeless. 


He was going out of his mind. He had done what she and his master wanted. He should be 
able to move on. 


It was done. It was over with. He could move on. They could move on. Think about more 
pressing matters. Like his Jedi prey. And the inevitable death of his master. And finally his 
long awaited rule of the Empire. 


And yet he could not. 
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Amazing one small... okay, three tastes of flesh and he was already going weak in the 
knees. 


Pathetic! 

Absolutely pathetic! 

He had survived starvation. Torture. Endless beatings. Storms of Force Lighting. 

Yet, once he had some human interaction— literally— it was now all he could think about. 


The Sith were right to never form attachments or relationships. Even the Jedi understood 
that much... and Sidious had understood this. Attachments. Relationships were dangerous. 


Distractions. 

Yes, his initial thoughts were correct. 

This was exactly what Sidious had been counting on. 

For his apprentice to be distracted. 

This had been a trap. And he had fallen head long into it. 

Of course, he had realized what Sidious was up to, perhaps it wasn’t too late. 


“Master Vader, there is an incoming message from the Palace.” 


Vader listened as Lord Sidious explained his assignment: Fang Zar. 


Two years ago, Senator Fang Zar of Sern Prime, a notorious opposer of Chancellor 
Palpatine became a member of the Delegation of 2000. A group of Senators and 
representatives who disapproved of the sweeping amendments made to the Galactic 
Constitution over the course of the Clone Wars. Shortly after the Battle of Coruscant, Zar 
accompanied other members of the Delegation to present the Petition of 2000 to Palpatine in 
the hope that the Supreme Chancellor would begin to relinquish some of the powers granted 
to him by the constitutional amendments. 


Only days after Zar’s meeting with the Supreme Chancellor, Palpatine called an 
Extraordinary Session of the Senate that every delegate was obligated to attend. During the 
session, Palpatine declared the Clone Wars over and issued the Declaration of a New Order, 
proclaiming himself the new Galactic Emperor and transforming the Republic into the 
Galactic Empire. 


Shortly after the birth of the Empire, Zar was one of sixty-three Senators from the 
Delegation that were arrested by the newly formed Imperial Intelligence agency. For the past 
two years he was held in custody on Coruscant, where he was interrogated by the Imperial 
Security Bureau on the members and activities of the Delegation. 


Fang Zar, now no longer a sitting Senator, replaced by some puppet of his Master— Zar 
was finally released from custody but ordered by the ISB to remain on Coruscant. He instead 
fled the Imperial capital and sought refuge on Alderaan where the Organas seemed to have 
offered him refuge. 
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Vader’s eyes narrowed, “And you wish for me to take care of the Organas as well?” 


“No, Lord Vader.” For now, that would not be necessary... for now. “According to 
intelligence, they seem oblivious that Zar left the capital illegally.” 


Vader lowered his head, “I shall leave at once, Master.” 
“See that you do,” Sidious replied. 

Vader looked up as the communications faded. 

As if he had any choice in the matter. 


Plus Aventra could be coming back at any time. Actually she should have been back by 
now. 


Where was she? 

Vader shrugged. 

No matter. Aventra could take care of herself. 
Vader wasn’t worried. 

He had much bigger problems right now. 
“Admiral Piett,” 

“Yes, milord?” 


“Prepare the Executor for my arrival,” Vader almost forgot to add. “And send the spare 
shuttle.” 


“Milord>” Piett asked. 


“My main shuttle is in need of maintenance, send my second shuttle and a crew to look at 
the main shuttle.” 


“Of course, milord, but it may take some time.” 


“You have one hour,” Vader said in a stern voice. Doing his best to stay in character. As far 
as he was concemed they could take as long as they needed, but he had to keep up 
appearances. 


Piett lowered his head. “Yes, milord.” 

While Vader was excited to hunt down Fang Zar, he wasn’t quite ready to go just yet. 
Vader hurried up the stairs where he would wait for the next hour. 

Vader almost smirked under his respirator. 


He would “wait” in the Senator’s chambers. 


Well, what do you think? 
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Trivia: I had hard time deciding on what Vader’s mission would be. That’s why it 
took so long. Finally, I thought back to Dark Lord: The Rise of Darth Vader where Vader 
hunts down Fang Zar. 


Coming up: Padmé is not happy. Aventra later on. 


Please review. 
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36. Morning 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Mostly a Padmé chapter with some Dormé, Threepio and Artoo this chapter. More 
Padmé backstory. 


Vader arrives on Alderaan. 


Chapter Thirty Six 
Morning 

Later that morning... 
Dormé sighed in relief. 


Every morning when the Senator awoke, she would call out to her or messaged her over 
the comm since Vader’s Palace was enormous. This morning however, she had slept three 
hours later than usual. Dormé was beginning to fear the Senator was dead. She had been 
trying to make herself go in there and make sure she was alright or at least alive. 


Thankfully, Dormé finally received a message before she worked up the nerve to go in 
there. 


Dormé walked over to the window and opened up the new drapes and curtains. She then 
looked at the magnificent city for a moment then she looked back at Padmé’s bed. Shocked to 
discover what she found. 


Padmé was alone, sitting up in bed, wrapped in her sheets. Though judging by her bare 
shoulders, she had been sharing her bed earlier. 


Dormé wanted to ask, but no. 

No. 

Dormé would— she should stay out of it, and she just might live. 
“Th-Threepio,” Dormé did her best to speak. “He is bringing you breakfast.” 
Padmé said, “Thank you,” Through her peculiar smile. 

Then Dormé left. 

Moments later, Threepio arrived with Artoo, who was also carrying a tray. 


While Padmé was thinking back on what happened this morning. She had already gone 
back to her private chambers when right before dawn the door to her chambers opened. 
Padmé initially assumed it was “Dormé?” She raised her sleepy head from the pillow. 
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A moment later, she realized it wasn’t her handmaiden, but “Vader?” 
Less than a moment later, Vader was all over her. 

Padmé grinned like a school girl. 

It was so nice to share a bed again. 


Padmé already understood that her physical relationship with Vader was going to be vastly 
different from previous lovers. She didn’t know what to expect from Vader but certainly not 
this. 


She had long guessed that Vader was asexual, but judging by this morning, he clearly was 
not. 


Padmé put a hand over mouth, not that she didn’t mind. 


Though she would probably never admit aloud, at least certainly not to Vader, she enjoyed 
every moment of Vader’s unannounced visit this morning. 


None of her past flames had ever been... surprising. Spontaneous. 


While her previous lovers— Palo and Clovis had respected her, but had also been afraid of 
her. 


Though in Palo’s defense, they had gotten together shortly after the incident at her family’s 
home. It the last year of her time as Queen and after she had gone back to work. They had 
been reunited when he had been commissioned to paint one of her final portraits as Queen 
Amidala. In the middle of his first appointment, she began sobbing. The white make up was 
everywhere. Running down her neck and gown. 


Palo gave her held her and comforted her, “Everything is going to be alright.” He also 
gave her tissues. Trying to help her clean up. 


The next thing they knew they were kissing and had each other’s clothes off. He would 
come by a few times a week to work on the painting and then to not work on the portrait. 


Palo would often walk on egg shells around her. Other than sex, he never knew how to 
help her or what to say to her. But what could he say? 


It also didn’t help that he was intimidated by her title and power. He would always call her 
“your Highness” or ‘milady’ when they together. He never called her, “Padmé”. Even when 
they were intimately together. 


Besides the sex, there was one other gift he gave her, helping see that she wasn’t damaged 
or hideous because the scars on her back. He helped her see that she didn’t need to have it 
covered up with bacta or plastic surgery. 


Also it served as reminded to Padmé. Of what Palpatine had done to her and her family. 


Before her term as Queen was up, Padmé and Palo parted ways. Neither saw any future in 
their relationship, but Padmé looked back on their time together with fondness. 


Months later, Padmé had accepted Queen Jamillia’s offer as the new Senator of Naboo. 
Among the freshmen Senators was Rush Clovis. 
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They went out for a short time, but Padmé didn’t see this relationship going anywhere 
either and quickly ended it. She supposed she liked Clovis, to a degree, she grew tired of him. 
He was always so... eager to please her. It reminded her way too much of the beings who 
served her during her time as the monarch. Beings determined and going over the top to 
please her. Like some lovesick puppy. In a way it was nice, but completely irritating. 


For awhile, Padmé enjoyed her single life and solitude. Giving her time to breathe, but 
after a time, it was lonely. 


Years later, but shortly before Palpatine proclaimed himself Emperor, Padmé heard 
rumblings in the Senate. That Mon Mothma and Bail Organa were among the founders of a 
secret organization. Among it’s members were Rush Clovis. 


Upon hearing this, Padmé accidentally bumped into Clovis in the Senate Rotunda. After 
admitting how lonely she was— which wasn’t a complete lie— she then accepted his offer to 
dinner, though they had skipped dinner and gone straight to dessert. 


Later on, Padmé was at long last invited to join the Alliance. Much in part thanks to a 
pleased Clovis and a hesitant looking Mon Mothma and Bail Organa. 


Looking back, both Palo and Clovis had begged her for favors and if it pleased her, she 
had bestowed them. Vader did not fear her, and sometimes he would respect her. Like on their 
wedding night. Other times, he did not respect her very much either. Like the time he Force 
choked her. Vader would did what he wanted to do. And while Padmé may not nor would she 
ever love him, he was undoubtedly going to be an exciting person to live with. 


In her mind, Padmé was already making plans. Repeat everything they had done this 
morning. In the shower. On the dining room table. Other areas of his Palace she was unaware 
of. 


She didn’t have any appointments until this afternoon. 

Yes... oh, yes! 

Oh, where was that husband of hers? 

Padmé looked eagerly back at the droids. 

She thanked R2-D2, as she took the tray of food from him. 

“Oh, well I’m terribly sorry, Miss Padmé, but Master Vader left this morning.” 
Artoo beeped in a very low, sad way. He then scurried out of the room. 


Padmé frowned, but didn’t think much of it. “Oh,” she supposed he work to do for the 
Emperor. “Is he at the Senate?” She wanted to speak with him. Well, maybe not speak at all. 


“No, Miss Padmé,” Threepio explained. “Master Vader left Coruscant.” 
Padmé could not believe what she just heard, “Left... Coruscant?” She said very weakly. 


“Yes, he left earlier this morning,” Threepio didn’t know. He knew it was some sort of 
secret mission for the Emperor. 


Padmé felt as if she had been slapped in the face, “Left?” 
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“Yes,” Threepio said. ‘The Emperor contacted him.’ Probably for another mission. 
“Master Vader does a great deal of important work for the Emperor... at least I believe that’s 
what he does.” Master Vader never really told the droid much about anything for that matter. 


Padmé’s voice got deeper. “He left?” 

Just like that. 

Not even a simple “Goodbye” or “I’m going off world, see you next week”? 
Nothing? 

He just had sex with her and left... just like that?! 

Padmé’s knuckles grew white as she squeezed the sheets and covers. 


“Yes, I’m afraid so.” Threepio quickly realized the Senator was not happy. “Oh, milady, is 
there anything I can do for you?” 


“Yes!” Padmé looked at the Threepio. “Let me know the second he’s back, so I can kill 
him!” 


An hour later... 
After eating bits and pieces of her breakfast, Padmé hopped in the shower. 


She didn’t mind that he left. That wasn’t the problem. What left her so sad, angry, and 
confused was that he left without saying goodbye. Even a kiss goodbye would do. 


Dormé came in the powder room. Asking Padmé some question about what she wanted to 
wear. 


Padmé barely listened. 


Dormé then said, “Look, you’re not going to get rid of me that easy.” She smiled as she 
began to work on Padmé’s hair. “What’s wrong?” 


Padmé looked off to the side. Though she wasn’t really looking there. “I don’t even 
know... where to start.” 


“Well, the beginning is always a good place.” 
Then, Padmé told Dormé what she already knew. 


Finally Dormé said. “Well, what did you expect?” She shook her head. “That you and 
Vader were going to play house? That the two of you were going to start sexing it up day and 
night, night and day!” Dormé shook her head in disgust. She could not believe she just said 
that. Dormé shuddered, not to mention the mental images. 


Moving on, “That Vader was going to be considerate of your feelings?” He didn’t care. He 
was a Sith. Not to mention a man. He was just going to use her to get what he wanted. What 
all men wanted. 


Padmé didn’t trust herself to answer. 
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“What are you going to do when he comes back?” Whenever that was. 
“T don’t know.” Padmé was barely listening in any case. 


Despite her earlier outburst and anger, killing Vader was out of the question. Even if 
Padmé really wanted to, she couldn’t. She needed Vader. He was her best chance of getting 
rid of Palpatine once and for all. 


Then came her next problem. 
Again, Vader. 


In a perfect world, Padmé hoped Vader and Palpatine would kill each other in their... 
inevitable duel to the death. However, she knew that was unlikely to happen. There would be 
one victor and if she had to pick, she hoped for Vader. 


Because this duel depended on more than just their lives. Whoever walked away from that 
duel would rule the Empire. 


Yes, Padmé vowed to herself long ago that she would sit on the throne. However, if 
Palpatine won, then... there was no hope. 


But with Vader... 

Yes... 

Lately, mainly this morning while lying in bed, Padmé had been exploring other options. 
Vader was not political. 


Whether Vader realized it or not, he would need her. Deep down, as Empress, Padmé knew 
she would need him too. His protection and brilliant tactical mind. And Vader would not 
settle for the position of Supreme Commander. He would want to be Emperor just as she 
wanted to Empress. 


Perhaps they could both get what they wanted. 
By staying together. Ruling as Emperor and Empress. 
After all they were already married. 


And Padmé was planning... she would convince Vader of this. True, he may figure this on 
his own, but it couldn’t hurt to help him see this. 


Though this was incredibly risky. 


Padmé had always been something of a risk taker, but she wasn’t stupid. She knew in an 
actual fight to death with Vader, she would almost certainly lose, but she wasn’t afraid of him 
or dying. 


Failure was the only fear that truly plagued her. 
Would Vader share the throne? 
Padmé had no idea how he would react. Though she doubted he would take her seriously. 


In all honesty, did Padmé really want to share the throne? 
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Thinking it over... not really. In a perfect world, she’d prefer Vader to stay in his Supreme 
Commander position. Really, she didn’t believe he would like being Emperor. All the politics, 
business, entertaining, and other duties that came with being a rule that Vader would 
completely loathe. If only he could see this, but that was unlikely. 


Perhaps as Emperor, it would only be in name and Vader would continue on with his 
Supreme Commander and Sith duties. Leaving her to rule the Empire. 


Yes... 

That could work. 

“Padmé?” Dormé said again and and again. Finally she shouted, “...Padmé!” 
“Oh, yes,” Padmé shook her head. Focusing back on the present. 


Dormé sighed. “Whatever you’re thinking,” She warned. Well, she didn’t know exactly 
what the Senator was thinking... or plotting, but she didn’t like it. “It’s not going to work. 
Especially if Vader doesn’t respect you.” Dormé did not believe this was going to happen. 
Though her opinion was probably semi biased, she had been burned by too many men. Not to 
mention Vader was the worst of the worst. Well, second to worst after the Emperor. 


Padmé knew Dormé was right. She would speak with Vader about this first thing when he 
came home. 


Later... 
Alderaan 


Across the stars in the Aldera Royal Palace, Prince consort and Senator Bail Organa had 
been pacing back and forth on the plush Throne Room carpet all morning. 


His pulse was sweating. 

Heart racing. 

Lord Vader was here. 

Vader. 

Why? 

What did he want? 

Bail shook his head. Nothing good. 
More importantly, when would he leave? 


When he got what he wanted, he supposed. Whatever or whoever it was... Bail feared 
Vader was here to arrest or perhaps kill him and Breha. 


What if Mon was right? 


What if Vader had killed Padmé? What if he tortured or did Force only knew what to her? 
What if Vader knew that Padmé was a member of their secret faternity? That he was a 
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member of their Alliance as well? 


What if he was here to question and torture him like they had done to Fang Zar the last two 
years? 


. Zar? 
Bail stopped pacing. 
Did this have something to do with him? 


Before he could give that thought any more thought, he heard some... strange and very 
loud breathing, but Bail knew who that breathing belonged to. 


“L-Lord Vader, this is an honor,” Bail did his best to say. 


Vader was in no mood for games. He wanted to get to back Coruscant. More importantly, 
back to the Senator as quickly as possible. “You may dispense with the pleasantries, Senator,” 
Vader replied. 


Senator ? 


It seemed odd calling someone else Senator, perhaps he should refer to Organa by one of 
his other titles. 


Back to his mission, Vader got right to the point, “Where is Fang Zar?” 
“_..what? Why?” Bail felt his heart sink. His earlier suspicions were proved correct. 


“Upon his release,” Vader explained. “Zar was to remain on Coruscant. Because he did 
not, he is now a fugitive of the Galactic Empire.” 


“Oh,” Bail said quietly. He was sad, worried, and a bit angry all at the same time. Then he 
became very nervous, “I... offered him sanctuary here at the Palace, I was unaware that...” 


Vader could sense his Master’s knowledge was correct and that the politician was telling 
the truth. “The Emperor and I know you were ignorant of his crime. Now where is Zar?” He 
was no mood for games. 


“T’m sorry, Lord Vader. I don’t know where he is. He left the Palace a few hours ago.” 


Vader wasn’t entirely convinced. He was about to turn and leave, but stopped and said, 
“The old system is dead, Organa. You would be wise to subscribe to the new one.” He would 
not put up with Organa and his ways when he became Emperor. 


Vader better watch out when he comes home. What do you think? 


Trivia: This end of this chapter is loosely based on the novel, Dark Lord: The Rise of 
the Darth Vader. The last quote is from the novel. The rest I wrote myself. I didn’t feel 
like typing up a bunch from the novel and I couldn’t find it anywhere on the web. 


Hope we see Bail in Rogue One. 


Coming up: Padmé is not happy with Vader. 
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Leave a review please. 
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37. Fang Zar 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


More Bail Organa and Mon Mothma. 


Chapter Thirty Seven 

Fang Zar 

Shortly... 

He panted through his sweat as he leaned against the tall fence of the garden. 


Intelligence had tipped off the Aldera Palace that Lord Vader was making an unannounced 
visit. It left the Organas in a panic, particularly Bail. 


While former Senator Fang Zar made himself scarce. Disappearing into the lower levels of 
the Palace. Not telling them this was about him or that he had left Coruscant without 
permission to begin with. 


Fang Zar never knew he could run so fast. Through the maze of servant quarters and other 
chambers. He made his way into the garner’s shed then the garden. 


He just got out of prison and he was not going back. 


Zar planned to have the Drunk Dancer arrive in Aldera on the day that large anti-Imperial 
protests were occurring outside the palace. That plan was still on, but it had been slightly 
moved up. 


Up in the sky above, he could see the ship members of the smuggling ship’s crew searched 
the palace for their charge. He knew Darth Vader had arrived and was greeted by Bail Organa. 
Leaving Organa and Vader distracted and unaware of Zar’s plan to escape Alderaan. 


Looking around some more, Zar was nearly at the east gate. Originally he planned to meet 
the Drunk Dancer at the Palace’s south gate, where he was originally to be picked up by the 
Drunk Dancer. 


However, as the protests outside the south gate became increasingly violent. He was forced 
to divert to the east gate. 


The change in plan cost the Senator time and likely confused the Drunk Dancer’s crew, 
Skeck Draggle, Archyr Beil, and Roan Shryne. 


BRRRRRRRRRRRREEEEEEEEEEEEEEPPPPP! 
Zar couldn’t hear himself say, “No, no, no!” 


It was the palace’s alarm. Probably to help with intruders and the protesters... 
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Zare looked up and around, no. 

No. 

He wasn’t giving up. 

He then made a run for it. 

He was now at the gate. Smiling through his long beard he smiled. 
He opened the gate to find Lord Vader. 

The last thing he saw was Lord Vader’s blood red lightsaber. 


Coruscant 


Senators Bail Organa and Mon Mothma lowered their heads as they listened to the 
HoloNet footage. 


Their longtime friend and colleague racing through the Palace gardens, only to be caught 
by Vader when he was nearly there. 


The three smugglers did their best to catch up with him, but they were too late. The blade 
cut through Zar’s upper chest and came close to decapitating him before swinging around 
once again to burn Jula Shryne across the back. 


The smugglers ran back as fast as they could to the loading ramp of the Drunk Dancer, 
where they were greeted by the ship’s captain, Jula Shryne. But Vader caught up with them. 
knew he would be unable to reach the vessel before Zar and the crew boarded and threw his 
lightsaber toward them with the Force. Killing them instantly. 


Meanwhile a Jedi Knight, Roan Shryne slipped in and aided the mortally wounded Zar 
onto the Drunk Dancer, which quickly fled Alderaan. En route to Sern Prime, a 2-1B medical 
droid began surgery in an attempt to save the former Senator’s life. 


Through Alliance intelligence, Mothma discovered that the damage to major blood vessels 
inflicted by Vader’s lightsaber was too extensive to repair, and Zar later died on the operating 
table. 


And now according to breaking reports on the screen below, Vader found Knight Shryne. 


“Palpatine wanted to make an example of Fang Zar,” said Bail. “He won’t hesitate to make 
an example of Sern Prime itself, if the president-elect isn’t careful...” 


Force, what were they going to do? 
What could they do? 


There would be time to grieve their friend later. Right now, “We have bigger problems 
right now, Bail!” Mon almost screamed. ‘She told!’ Mothma said. “She’s betrayed us!” Either 
that or Vader had gotten to her, but Mon sensed it was the first one. 


“We don’t know that for sure,” Bail pointed out. “The Emperor has spies everywhere.” 
These days it was hard to know who friend or foe. 
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Padmé knew that. 


Bail was about to say something else when Mon cut him off, “And Force only knows what 
that lovesick idiot Clovis told her!” 


“.,.again,” Though Bail knew she might be right. “We don’t know that for...” The Prince 
Consort turned and saw Baron Rush Clovis standing 


Apparently he and Mon hadn’t heard the door swish open during their... conversation. 
All Rush could think to say was, “What?” 


“Rush...” Bail put a hand on his shoulder. “I know you love Padmé...but I’m... we’re...” 
He grimly looked back at Mon. 


Mon sighed as she went over to the door and locked it this time. If Bail didn’t have the 
guts to say it, she would. “We’re not sure she feels the same way about you,” Mon said as 
delicately, but firmly as possible. 


Rush took a step back, “You’re wrong!” Mon and Bail were... they were jealous. Yes. 
Yes, that was it! 


Bail and Mon’s matriages— to different beings— had suffered the past two years since the 
pair were married more to the Alliance and each other than their actual spouses. They 
couldn’t stand the fact that he and Padmé had something and that they were happy. 


Mon sighed, “Let me ask you this Rush, can you honestly look me in the eyes and tell me 
that nothing about her bothers you? That the two of you talk about things outside the 
Alliance? Does she ever ask about you? Or—” 


“Just stop!” Rush screamed. “You’re wrong! Padmé loves me! Me, okay! And for all the 
right reasons.” Rush turned and stormed out of the office. 


Though he didn’t know if he was more angry at Mon and Bail, or at the possibility that 
deep down he knew they could be right. 


Me thinks Rush protests too much. What do you think? 

Trivia: More from the novel, Dark Lord: The Rise of Darth Vader. 
Next chapter: Vader comes home and Padmé isn’t too pleased. 
Later on: Luke and Leia. 


I’m not sure when the next update will be, I got a temporary job packing apples at an 
orchard so I’m very busy and tired. 


Leave a review please. 
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38. Earn Me 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Apologies for taking so long to update, but as I said in Surprises: The Price of 
Freedom, I got a new job and I needed a break. Also, I needed a little extra time to get 
this chapter right. Hopefully the next update won’t take too long. 


Thank you to my beta, The Kinetic Violinist! You are awesome! 


Vader comes home to find an unhappy Padmé. So Vader tries to make it up to her. 


Chapter Thirty Eight 
Earn Me 

The next day... 
Coruscant 


In her blue and grey gown, Padmé Amidala-Vader watched her husband’s shuttle dock 
from one of the balconies. 


She stalked down and back to her chamber. Looking out onto the city, but not really 
looking. 


Fuming. 

Sometime later, she felt him approach. 

“Hello, Senator,” he greeted and briefly nodded to her. 

Vader. 

“You’re back,” Padmé turned. Her arms crossed. 

Even without the Force, Vader could tell she was in a bad mood from her body language. 
“Yes,” Vader said. 

Obviously. 

The Senator crossed her arms. “Where were you? 


If it wasn’t so juvenile, Vader would have rolled his eyes. “Surely you’ve watched the 
HoloNet.” Nor was it anywhere or anything he wished to discuss. Or think of for that matter. 
He was tired and wished for nothing more than to meditate. Vader then looked at her. She 
looked so... enticing when she was angry like this. 


On the second thought, maybe he wouldn’t meditate at all. 
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Vader took a few steps towards her. 

“You could have comm’d.” 

Here we go, Vader huffed under his breath. 

What was her problem? 

“Why are you really acting like this?” Vader asked. 


“We slept together. Then you just left.” With neither a goodbye nor news from him until 
now, and it had been days. “How do you think that made me feel?” 


Vader was about to say that he did not know. That he did not care. 

He paused. 

Then again, looking back at his youth, maybe Vader did understand. 

Vader supposed that was in a way how Sidious and sometimes even Tyranus treated him. 
“You’re holding the saber too firmly,” He chided. 

A twelve year old Vader tried to loosen his grip. 


Then with a twirl and swift kick from Tyranus’s left boot, Vader flew to the ground. The 
lightsaber landed swiftly into Tyranus’s manicured hand. 


“Now too lightly,” Tyranus studied the boy’s lightsaber. Then looked over to his Master. 
Sidious was watching in the background over the communications, “Again,” He ordered.” 
Minutes later, Vader was on the ground again. 

“Again,” Sidious snapped. 

The same results followed minutes later. 

As Vader tried to stand up, Tyranus and Sidious nodded to one another. 

Sidious then said, “We will continue this tomorrow.” Then his blue image disappeared. 


They would beat him. Test him. Use him. Then leave, very rarely giving a “goodbye”, a 
brief reply, or any sort of feedback. He remembered it always left a sour feeling in his mouth. 


“You felt... used,” Vader nodded in understanding. ‘That was not my intention.’ It truly 
wasn’t. “I... apologize.” Vader could not believe he said that. He supposed he had apologized 
to Threepio once or twice for losing his temper and damaging him, but never apologized to 
another being of flesh. To his Masters, perhaps, but only then because he knew he had to; it 
wasn’t like he really meant it. At least, not anymore. 


Padmé felt surprised. Not only did he... understand how she felt but that he apologized? 
Padmé put her hands up to stop him. “Oh, no, no,” She backed away. 


Vader groaned, “What now?” Was there something else? 
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“After an amazing night... and morning.” She added. ‘You left. Left.’ She emphasized. 
“Just like that.” He wasn’t getting off that easily. Not in this millennium. “You’ll have to 
make it up to me.” 


Vader gave a quizzical look. “I already apologized.” That was something he almost never 
did. She was lucky to get that. Now, couldn’t they move on to something more pleasurable? 


Was he really sorry? Padmé was hardly convinced. 


If he was truly sorry, he wouldn’t be trying to put his hands up her skirt directly after his 
“big apology”. 


Actions spoke louder than words. 


“T am not one of your... trophies.” She quickly thought back to his collection of heads and 
lightsabers. ‘I am not a toy that you can play with when you’re bored or lonely or horny.’ She 
briefly looked below his belt.” True, she never had any trouble using sex to get what she 
needed or wanted, but she also had her limits. 


She wanted Vader to respect her. Want her. Appreciate her. And not just for sex. 
Even Rush Clovis of all beings did that much. 
Padmé nearly groaned at the thought. 


“Tf you want me, earn me! Until then, and besides public purposes,” She locked eyes with 
him. “We are done.” 


“We are not done!” Vader growled. His hands were already shaped into iron fists. 
If his visions came to pass, they would never be done. 

They’re destinies were intertwined. 

For better or worse. 


“For now, we are.” Padmé went over to the door and opened it, clearly telling him to get 
out. “And I’m locking my chambers at night.” 


Vader raised his gloved hands. A moment later the door was ripped off the durasteel 
hinges. 


Padmé immediately let go of the door handle. And just in time, because the door 
CRASHED across her path and into the hallway wall. 


Padmé looked back at him. 
Shocked. 
Horrified. 


Vader looked down at the small woman. His eyes could have bore holes into her. “You 
really think that would stop me?” And he stalked out down the hall. 


Later... 
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Vader paced back and forth like a caged animal. 


After leaving the Senator’s chambers, he tried to practice with his training droids, but to no 
avail. All he did was crush them with his fury. 


He apologized, why? 

Why wasn’t that enough? 

Perhaps he should have waited to... 

He sighed. 

He didn’t know. 

He did see a flicker of something in her eyes. 

Fear. 

That was on of the first times she truly seemed afraid of him. 


Or possibly she had been afraid of him before and this was first he noticed? Or this was the 
first time she wasn’t wearing her political mask around him. 


He had certainly opened up to her more. Just as she had. Perhaps in more ways than he 
realized. 


Then he messed it all up. He never should have left like that, but he just... he didn’t think. 
About his mission? Yes. About himself? Yes. About her? No. 


The next morning... 
Vader thought he should leave her alone. 
Vader studied her for a moment. 


“Paperwork,” Padmé did not look up at him. She didn’t feel like speaking or fighting with 
him. She felt they had done enough of that. 


Also, she was somewhat distracted and not just because of Vader. 


She saw Clovis earlier when she arrived at the Senate. Yes, she had to be careful. Vader 
was watching her every move, but Clovis didn’t speak or even look at her. He didn’t even try. 


Padmé may not have been strong in the Force, but she sensed a disturbance. 


She sensed Mon and Bail had something to do with this. They were turning him against 
her. 


She didn’t when or how but something would have to be done to keep Clovis on her side. 
“This is all very... new to me.” Vader did his best to explain. 


Padmé nodded as she put her pen down, “I know.” 
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Vader studied her. Trying to come up with some reply. Answer. Some clue to her new 
riddle. “How am I supposed to... earn you?” As she said. What did that even mean? 


Padmé flashed him a smile as she turned to leave, “Surprise me.” 


Two days later... 

Cody and Rex were standing guard from outside the door. 

Artoo was cleaning the Imperial Seal. 

“Miss Padmé, a package from Lord Vader has arrived.” 

Padmé sighed. 

What was it? 

A head? 

Unless it was Palpatine’s, the thought made Padmé shake her head. 
Some Sith artifact? 

Possibly. 

Slowly, she opened the chest. 

Padmé eyes widened in shock. 

Jewels. Diamonds. Rubies. 

The monarchs of Naboo did not even own such magnificent jewels. 


“They’re the most beautiful jewels I’ve ever seen.” Padmé admired them for a moment 
more then closed the lid. “Send them back to Lord Vader.” She told C-3PO as she sat back 
down at her desk. 


C-3PO stood there bewildered. He did not understand human behavior though he knew 
one thing for sure, Master Vader would not be pleased. 


One hour later... 
Vader knocked the door down off the hinges. 
“Again?” Padmé said, this time with a touch of amusement. 


“What in Sith hells was wrong with my gift?” His apology or whatever this really was. 
Also, not that Vader cared, but did she not realize how many beings had died while mining 
those things? 


Dozens. 


Perhaps more. 


198 


“T have many jewels and other valuables.” She didn’t need anymore. “Don’t buy me, earn 
me.” 


A few days later... 
Padmé sighed for what seemed like the one hundredth time this week. 


This morning, Vader had showered her chambers and the outside with flowers. Roses in 
every shade. Lillies from Alderaan, but mostly Leias from her native homeworld of Naboo. 
How Vader knew those were her favorite, she had no idea. It could be a coincidence, but 
Padmé didn’t think so. 


An hour ago, Vader had practically ordered her to get into his ship. They were going... 
somewhere. Where? She had no idea. 


This was... Galactic Mall. 
Padmé’s jaw could have dropped to the floor. 


The biggest mall on all of Coruscant. Some even said the biggest in entire Galaxy. Though 
rumor had it the Hutts’ had an even larger one out there in Galactic Hutt Space. When Padmé 
became Empress, she would finally see if this was fact or fiction. After dealing with all the 
messy political business, of course. 


Padmé stopped herself. 

Realizing that this went against everything she said to Vader. 

Perhaps he was better at politics than she realized. 

Or at least the man had hope. 

“Milady,” Rex lowered his head, “You also have a message from Lord Vader.” 
A message? 


Padmé took the small communication device into her hands. Then she quickly realized it 
was a recorded message. 


She rolled her eyes in annoyance. 
What? The coward couldn’t face her himself? 


“I know what you’re thinking,” Vader said through some static. “But don’t mistake this as 
me... buying you.” 


Padmé was growing bored with the recording already, “And what do you call this?” 
“It’s me giving you back something you desire more than anything in the Galaxy.” 
Besides her brother’s corpse, Padmé had no idea what he meant. 

“Your freedom,” Vader said in a rather intimate voice. 


Padmé’s eyes widened. That, she had not seen coming. 
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” 


“You no longer need to ask my permission to go wherever it is you need to go. 
Padmé’s jaw dropped to the floor. Could this be real? 

“But your security must still be present at all times. Wherever you go.” 
Padmé didn’t find that the least bit surprising. 

“Go off without them... needless to say there will consequences.” 

In other words, I will find you. And there would again, be consequences. 
“You also have access to your own credits and bank accounts.” 


Padmé was glad. She no longer had to rely on Vader for everything. She could do and buy 
what she wanted or needed. On top of asking permission to go do anything. 


However, she sensed there was a catch. And she was right. 

“Except for your... Outer Rim accounts.” 

Vader added. 

Padmé’s eyes widened. How did he... That was impossible! 

“T’Il see you tonight at 2100 hours. Do not be late.” He warned and the message ended. 
Padmé sat there for a long time. Wondering what to do next. 


She wanted him to do something... nice. She certainly hadn’t expected all this. Though 
she wouldn’t lie and say that she wanted of her freedom. Vader and his goons still constantly 
watching over her shoulder. Her every move. Again, it wasn’t so surprising. 


She also rather disturbed at the knowledge of the loss of secret emergency bank accounts. 
Namely that Vader knew about them. Did Palpatine? 


Padmé shook her head. Nevermind that. Nothing she could do about it right. Later. 


Right now... she turned back to the building to her right. She needed this. To get away 
from... all this. These games, even if only for a few hours. 


Also she got a part of her life back. Not quite everything she wanted. 
Still, it was a start. 


With Rex and Cody closely behind her, Padmé rose from her seat and decided to go enjoy 
her new found freedom— semi freedom. 


Meanwhile... 
Vader wondered what was he doing again. 


The Senator had to be Force sensitive. Perhaps a witch from Dathomir. Playing tricks on 
him. 


200 


First, he secretly bought a flower shop here on Coruscant. Then he let her out to go to 
some Galactic Mall. Somewhere she liked to go during her free time before they were didn’t 
understand her obsession with clothes and shopping. It was a weakness. Besides it was a job 
for the droids. 


But Vader supposed she would like it. Also it showed that he trust her. Somewhat. 


She had purposely blabbed that they weren’t properly married. Though he supposed that 
was to get back at him. 


However she had said nothing about his identity to anyone. He had been checking for... 
well, awhile. 


Perhaps she was going to use it to her own advantage. Though really, besides winning a 
Podrace and blowing up the Trade Federation, Anakin Skywalker had been a nobody. Though 
Vader still had no desire for anyone to know. Namely the public. 


Speaking of the public, Vader feared for her safety. Some bounty hunter or the Emperor 
himself could pull something. Yes, he had Cody, Rex, and a fair sized garrison of Clone 
Troopers at their disposal. He also had a secret team of spies on their tail. Should anything 
happen and they would report immediately to him. 


Perhaps he should have followed them. Then again, Sidious was probably already 
suspicious. 


Nor was he sure how he’d pass all this off with Sidious— a publicity thing perhaps. 
Charity even? Wasn’t there one for war orphans going on right now. Yes, that sounded good. 


He was even planning to let he speak with her they would be closely monitored and 
supervised. He may have grown... attached... attracted to the Senator, but again, he hardly 
trusted the woman. Much. 


Vader shook his head. When was the last time he meditated? He couldn’t remember. 
More importantly when was the last time he heard from Aventra? 


He was beginning to she was lost... that was fine. She was weak. No point in wasting any 
more time with someone who didn’t have the stomach for it. 


She could even be dead. 
Either way... Vader lowered his head. 
Months of tests and work just... gone. 


Now what? Where were he find another apprentice? Would he? Who would serve him? 
Who would do his bidding? When would he even have time? 


He shook his head. 
He didn’t know. 
Again, he should meditate. 


Maybe things would become clearer. 
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He supposed now was as good a time as ever. 


Later... 


Padmé came home with several bags in her hand. Threepio and Artoo helped her carry the 
rest. She had boughten over a dozen new outfits. She had been so out of touch with the latest 
fashions. Maybe now she could catch up. 


Among a few... surprises. 


Then when she came home, she found not Vader but another surprise. Threepio led her to a 
secure room with a communications device. She was allowed one hour to speak with her 
sister. 


It was so nice. 
Amazing. 
Padmé let Sola do most of the talking. Not sure how much she should tell her. 


Sola had just finished telling her about Dad, Darred, his promotion, and how Pooja was 
doing in school. 


Finally Sola got to the point. “Not that I haven’t enjoyed speaking with you.” They hadn’t 
heard from Padmé since she briefly visited. “But why now?” Vader had limited her comm 
calls. 


“T think he’s trying to apologize,” Padmé said with a smile. 
Vader apologize? 

Vader? 

“For what?” Sola hesitantly asked. Did she even want to know? 
Padmé paused. Not sure how answer. 


Sola held up her hand. “I don’t want to know.” Sola wanted to say more, but didn’t know 
what else to say. There was no holo novel on what to do when your loved one married a 
famous murderer. “Be careful.” 


“T will,” Padmé promised. “Love you.” 


“Love you too.” 


“Vader,” Padmé called out. 
“What?” Vader shouted back. He was in no mood to be interrupted. He was thinking. 


He had a vision while meditating. The first since they went to Naboo. More importantly, it 
was all too similar to those visions. 
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He saw the Senator. Most significantly, he saw a bundle in her arms. Now, Vader wouldn’t 
call himself the wisest being or Sith Lord— someday, but he knew what or more importantly 
who that was her arms. 


This is what? The third vision where they had offspring. 
Vader didn’t have all answers, but he didn’t believe in coincidences. 
“T need your help.” 


Vader didn’t move. Hoping she would figure whatever it is she needed out on her own. 
Also didn’t she have a handmaiden to assist her? Why did he agree to let her live with them 
again? 


“Please,” She added. 

Vader began stalking into her room. This had better good. 
“Vader!” She shouted. 

Vader made his gloved hands into fists. 


Just because he let her off her leash this afternoon didn’t mean she could just order him 
like some love-struck adolescent pup. He had limits. Yes, he let her get away with things he 
let no ordinary— no other being, really— get away with. 


Was it because he was attracted to her? Maybe. 

Fascinated by her? Possibly. 

He had no idea. 

Still, he wasn’t going to let her yell at him like this. He... 

Vader stopped. 

“Sorry, for yelling, my dear.” 

She was wearing some sort of silk pair of bra and underwear. 

Lingerie. 

Vader’s eyes widened. He didn’t know much about fashion, but he knew what that was. 
“You like it?” The Senator smirked. Her arms wrapped around his neck. 
Vader nodded since he still couldn’t speak. 


Vader then realized he already had his arms around her. Pressing her against the wall for 
support. 


Padmé smiled, “Really the flowers would have been enough, not that I’m complaining.” 
Speaking with her sister and going shopping was more than she could asked for. 


Vader had already ripped off his respirator. Yes, it slightly hurt when he ripped it off like 
that, though now he hardly noticed. 


Vader then smashed his lips against Padmé’s. 
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Padmé returned the kiss, forgiving him for the last few days. 


Later that night... 


They were lying in their secret chambers. They would have used the Senator’s, but they 
had yet to fix the door. Also, Padmé was in no mood to be seen by Dormé or more 
importantly, scolded by her. 


With his mask and robes off, Vader laid under the covers. She was in his arms. Resting 
against his chest. Running her fingers against his scars. 


“Senator...” Vader whispered into her ear. 

Force, she was so beautiful. 

She looked up at him. Meeting his eyes. “Hmmm, isn’t it time you called me Padmé?” 
“Padmé?” He smiled as he craned his neck. 


“At least when we're... intimately together,” Said Padmé. “Publicly, you will still call me, 
Senator.” As far as the rest of the Galaxy and Palpatine knew, nothing had changed between 
them. 


“Agreed,” Vader nodded. “Padmé.” He liked that, calling her by her first name. 


“Agreed,” Padmé replied back then oddly paused. “Anakin.” It was the first she ever used 
his former name. Probably the first time anyone had addressed by the name in a very long 
time. 


Vader got very still. “What did you say?” 
Padmé paused. She wanted to say something, but feared ruining this beautiful moment. 
“Don’t call me that.” Vader said through clenched teeth. “That boy is dead.” 


Padmé didn’t believe that for a second, but was too tired to argue. It could wait until 
tomorrow. Nor was Vader ready to hear such things. 


“Just when we’re alone,” After all, he called her Padmé. It some ways Padmé, or at least 
that girl died years ago. 


“And if you slip in public?” 
“T’m a politician,” The Senator pointed out. “I can’t afford to make mistakes.” 


Vader couldn’t argue with that. He doubted she or even Palpatine ever made such 
mistakes. Still, his answer was the same. “No.” He did not feel comfortable. 


“Very well,” She was not in the mood to fight him on this. For now. 


For now, they just enjoyed the moment. 


Aw, what do you think? 
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Trivia: Shout out to Leia. I did something similar in Surprises: Unimaginable. Finally, 
a couple of Padmé’s quotes are from Scandal. 


Coming up: Padmé makes a discovery, and no, she’s not pregnant. Yet. 


Review please and please, no endless reviews and PMs about the characters’ sex lives. 
Tam not in the mood. 


205 


39. Discovery 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, reviews, and for welcoming me back. It’s good to 
be back. 


Our favorite couple go the Opera. Later, Padmé makes a discovery. Vader tells 
Padmé what he wants. 


I’m not sure how people are going to feel about this chapter and the next few 
chapters. Expect lots of twists. 


Chapter Thirty Nine 
Discovery 


The next few days went by Vader and Padmé did their best to continue with their charade. 
Putting up their masks of Lord and Lady Vader while pretending to be miserable with one 
another in the eyes of the Emperor. 


They even went long a whole week without fighting, yelling, or throwing things. 
Much. 


Often times, Vader would secretly send more Leias to the Palace. Which Padmé found 
when she came home every evening. Then she thanked him for when he came home every 
evening. 


They even went out one evening, to the Opera. Mostly because they had to. Due to it being 
a social event among the Senators, politicians, and of course the Emperor himself went. 
Really going to the Opera became fashionable again during the time of Chancellor Valorum, 
but Palpatine both as Chancellor and Emperor carried on the tradition. 


Palpatine seemed to truly enjoy the Opera. He found it, “peaceful” as he once told Vader, 
something which he never forgot. 


“T had no idea my brother knew peace,” Padmé joked. 

Vader smiled under the respirator. 

Padmé too seemed to enjoy the Opera. 

Again, Vader had no idea why. He shrugged to himself. Perhaps it was a Palpatine thing. 


And maybe that was why Padmé didn’t want to admit that she too liked the Opera. 


Lord and Lady Vader arrived outside the Opera House at precisely 1800. 
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The couple walked down the carpet arm in arm. 

Vader was on edge. Brooding. Angry. 

In other words, himself, or the being he was to the public. 

While he was still these things with his wife, he was also... more . 


While Padmé was another story. Normally she never had any trouble, she could do this— 
the public. The paparazzi. This game she had been playing for most of her life in her sleep. 


But right now, she had to wear almost two different masks. Simultaneously. 


She had to make it look good, but too good. Good enough for the public, but also good 
enough to fool the Emperor. 


They finally made their way through the sea of beings and paparazzi. 

Among the beings was another Padmé. 

Or another woman that looked like her. 

One that caught Vader’s attention. 

Padmé then said “Hello,” to her doppelganger. 

“Milady,” Sabé lowered her head as her former colleague and Lord Vader walked by her. 
“Handmaiden?” Vader asked. That or identical twin. 


Padmé nodded. “Sabé served as my double during my time as Queen.” She filled in during 
times of danger and sometimes after what happened at Varykino. Wanting the monarchy to 
look strong. After Padmé’s time ended, Sabé left Naboo and now served the Organas. 


Padmé looked over at Sabé. She had forgotten how much they looked alike. So much so, 
even their own parents couldn’t tell them apart when they wore the Queen Amidala gown and 
makeup. Supposedly Sola could tell them apart. Though Padmé always assumed she was 


lying. 
Along with familiar faces, there was also plenty of whispers. Gossip. 
“Imagine if the Emperor does die,” Whispered a Bothan. 
“.,.those two in charge?” Said a humanoid woman. 
“Never gonna happen.” 
“T’d take those two over Palpatine,” Replied an unknown male. 
“T’d take Palpatine any day of the week over those two loose canons.” 
Padmé did her best to shake it off. 


Though the whisperers did bring up a point. Forget if Palpatine was going to die, when was 
Palpatine going to die? What was Vader waiting for? 


While Vader was visibly shaking. In no mood for gossip or opinions. 
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But doing his best to remember what the Sen-Padmé said. That him losing control only 
painted him more as the villain. Shifting focus away from Palpatine. 


Padmé could see that they were getting to him. Discreetly under her black cloak, she 
slipped her fingers around his. Leading him away from there and up to their seats. In a private 
balcony with what was probably one of the best views in the whole Opera House. 


The distance indeed helped Vader. He even found her presence somewhat calming. 
Both did their best to enjoy the performance. 
It was a new piece from the Mon Calamari Ballet called Squid Lake. 


Doing her best to concentrate on the Opera. Watching the Mon Calamari dance and swim 
around in the bubbles of water, light, and energy. 


Knowing Palpatine and thousands of other pairs of eyes and visuals were watching from 
their seats down below and across the Opera House. But she was distacted. Vader was 
standing closely behind. Drawing traces of her skin with not his gloved but bare fingers. He 
had discreetly taken off his gloves after the lights dimmed. 


“Patience, my lover,” She whispered. 
“Patience isn’t one of my strong suits.” 


“Nor is one of mine.” She sighed. If it wasn’t for the Emperor and the appearances they 
were trying to keep intact, she would kiss him right here. Right now. “But it’s not worth it. 
However, promise me... that one day things will be different.” 


Vader nodded as he stared off into the distance. “They will be.” Though he didn’t know 
what those differences withheld. 


For a moment, she looked up at him. Locking eyes with him. Then back down at the 
Opera. To reality. Before anyone noticed. 


She maybe, just maybe might truly have everything she ever wanted. 


The next moming as Padmé was getting ready for the day, she was sitting down at her 
vanity when she accidentally knocked something over. Some of her mother’s perfume, she 
believed. Spilling something of her mother normally would have upset her. Like losing 
another piece of her mother, but she hardly noticed. 


She narrowed her eyes and inspected the package closely. 
Padmé’s eyes widened. 

Realizing someone had tampered with her birth control. 
Suddenly the streak of no yelling abruptly ended. “VADER!” 
Nearby, Vader’s eyes snapped opened. 


So much for their streak. 
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Nor was he really in the mood. 
This had better be good. 

“Yes, my dear?” He growled. 
Padmé looked almost... terrified. 
It was disturbing. 


Vader inspected further. “What’s this?” It looked like the package had been opened 
incorrectly? 


Padmé rolled her eyes. Apparently she had to spell it out. “Someone has tampered with 
them.” She ran her fingers over her long hair. 


Vader couldn’t breathe. 

Move. 

Think. 

Somehow he managed to slowly stutter, “What are... are you...” Did this mean... 


“Yes,” Padmé answered as calmly and rationally as she could. On the outside, her mask 
was in place. “In short, I— we might be pregnant.” 


Pregnant? 

Vader put his hand up against the nearest wall. 
This could not be happening. 

This just... 

It couldn’t! 

Could it? 

No, no, no. 


Panic was not in Vader’s nature. He never panicked when Palpatine assigned him 
dangerous and deadly missions. Never once did he lose it during these missions. He didn’t 
panic when Palpatine forced him to marry this... irritating woman. Again, panic was not in 
Vader’s nature. Though he secretly wanted to. 


It wasn’t that he didn’t want children. Secretly, he did. 


Ever since had those visions he had been rethinking his stance on the subject. Though he 
hadn’t had much time to think on the subject. He had been busy between Padmé, Aventra 
missing, and of course, Palpatine. 


Well, maybe. He didn’t know. 
But having a child would be like having a piece of his mother back. 


Most crucially, he could have an apprentice. Strong in the Force like him. 
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Perhaps apprentices. 


He could show them everything. And together they rule the Galaxy. Side by side. As father 
and daughter or father and son. Even both father, daughter, and son. 


But now was not the time. 
And not like this. 
It wasn’t like Sidious... 


Was this the real reason behind the marriage? Not paparazzi? Nor some love story to feed 
to the media, but to procreate? 


A potential replacement? 


Vader knew Sidious was unhappy with him, but never had he expected him to take it this 
far. At least, not yet. 


Again, now was not the time. 

Or was it? 

Palpatine didn’t know they were onto to him. 
Maybe... maybe this could work. 


Vader took her somewhat gently by the arm and led her to the turbolift. “Come with me.” 


Shortly... 


Padmé looked around as they waited impatiently. While she never set foot on the world, it 
reminded Padmé a lot of Kamino. 


White. Clean. Spotless. 


They were currently waiting in the secretly medical facility somewhere in the lower levels 
of the Palace. Full of medical equipment. Along with a dozen advanced medical droids. 


It made sense, she imagined Vader had been down here a lot over the years. Well, only two 
years given that was how long Vader had occupied this building, known as a his Palace. 


Padmé actually expected Vader to be stalking around the chamber like some caged animal. 
A complete nervous wreck. 
She knew she was. 


It wasn’t that she didn’t dislike children. It was that she didn’t want one. A child would not 
fit into her world. 


Nor Vader’s. 
Padmé looked over to her husband. 


She wished she knew what was going on inside in his head. 
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Finally, the medical droid hovered over to give them the answers they were anxiously 
awaiting. “The results are negative. Lady Vader is not with child,” 


Padmé breathed in relief. She then thanked the droids as she hopped off the observation 
table. She suddenly felt like doing one of those cartwheels she did as a child. 


While Vader thought he was going to have— that he should have the same reaction. 
Relief. 

Joy. 

He didn’t experience any of those, but the complete opposite. 


Disappointment. 


Later that evening... 
Padmé and Vader were sitting at the grand dining table for dinner. 


“ ..the finest from Alderaan.” Padmé was explaining. She purchased when she went 
shopping. “I was saving it for a special occasion.” She was certain this qualified. 


Vader had barely spoken all day. “I’m afraid I won’t be very good company,” He sipped 
from the glass. It was delicious. 


“What’s wrong?” Padmé asked as she finished her meal. Then began sipping her wine with 
a smile across her lips. 


Vader looked down then up at her again, “I was... I am disappointed.” 


Padmé didn’t understand, “Why?” They both got what they wanted. They could go on with 
their lives— their plans as they wished. No baby slowing them down or distracting them from 
their goals. Namely the throne. 


Vader looked up. He didn’t say anything. It was what he didn’t say. 

Padmé’s head began to spin, “What are you saying?” Not saying. Did he mean... 
Then Vader gave his reply. Deciding to just tell her. 

Never in a million lightyears could Padmé have imagined his reply. 


“T want a child.” 


Dun, dun, duuuun! 


Trivia: In real life, Keira Knightly (Sabé) and Natalie Portman’s mothers couldn’t 
tell them apart when they wore the Queen Amidala outfit and makeup. 


Coming up: So much! Next chapter, Vader and Padmé talk a lot as one can imagine. 


Please leave a review. 
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40. Another Proposal 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 
Big chapter here, if haven’t already guessed. 


Vader and Padmé talk, plot, and talk some more. 


Chapter Forty 

Another Proposal 

“T want a child.” 

Padmé Amidala blinked once or twice. Barely breathing. 

Did Vader just... 

She suddenly felt like she entered a parallel universe. 

This reminded her of his “proposal” of marriage. How blunt and down to the point he was. 


Which in a way she liked at times. It was a refreshing change from all the backstabbing 
and political games she was used to. 


“It’s official,” Padmé finally stated. “You’ve lost your damn mind.” The Dark Side must 
have done a number on his mind. Or it could have been Palpatine or both. 


Vader raised his hands, “Hear me out.” 


“What?” Padmé briefly laughed. “Suddenly you’ve grown so... warm and paternal?” That 
was probably the last thing she’d ever see from Vader. 


If anything she figured he was like her, children were not in the plan. 


For Padmé, it wasn’t that she disliked children. She adored them, namely her niece, Pooja 
and soon she would have another little niece or nephew to spoil. But she never saw herself 
having one of her own. 


Plus she wondered what Palpatine would say if he heard Vader say or even think such 
things. She doubted many Sith had biological heirs or apprentices. 


“You and I both know who tampered with your birth control,” Vader began. 


Padmé sighed. She didn’t want to admit, but she had a pretty good idea. “Of course,” 
Padmé said with a nod. 


Palpatine. 


Who else. 
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How? She couldn’t exactly see him or one of his lackeys getting inside Vader’s Palace. No. 


No, too secure. The only way he could have accessed it is through the pharmacy. That was 
her best guess. 


“Let’s beat him at his own game.” Vader knew this wasn’t going to be easy. He would have 
to give her something in return. 


“So we give into his... desire.” Padmé was hardly convinced. “Give him what he wants?” 
How was that wise? 


Again, he had officially lost it! 


“He doesn’t know we’re on to him.” Vader pointed out. “I can use that to my advantage.” 
He would become distracted. Thinking everything was going his way. That they weren’t on 
with him. Soon, the time would come when Vader would finally kill him. 

To kill him? 


“When?” Padmé bluntly asked. When? This century? The next? The following? When was 
he going to kill that son of a Sithspit already? Some women had a biological clock that meant 
they desired children, she had one too. A biological clock that was eager to get rid of her 
psychotic older brother. 


“You'll never agree to this,” Vader said. Ignoring her last question. He would kill Palpatine 
on his own time. Someday. When the time was right. 


Padmé remained silent. 
That much was true. 


“Unless I give you something in return.” Did Vader really just say that? “What do you 
want?” 


Padmé eyes widened with intrigue. “I thought you didn’t negotiate.” Just how far did his 
so-called desire go? No matter, she planned to use this to her advantage. 


While Vader didn’t negotiate. Then again, marriage was all about compromise and he 
really wanted this. A child. A new apprentice. 


“What do you want?” Vader repeated. He had a pretty good idea, she wanted the same 
thing he wanted: power. The question was how far did her lust for power go? 


“Why not just... find another woman?” Padmé shrugged. “I’m sure there are many women 
who would gladly give you lots of children.” Did he not get many offers? 


“T don’t want another woman.” No other woman in the Galaxy was this bold. Daring. 
Beautiful. Drove himself to the edge. And yet, he enjoyed every moment of it. 


Why was she so hesitant? 


Was this about that doctor again? Doctor... Her name was... Vader paused. He couldn’t 
even remember her name. No matter, he had more important things on his mind. “What do 
you want?” He thundered. He wasn’t going to ask again or maybe he would find another 
woman. 
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Padmé took a deep breathe. “After you wipe Palpatine off the face of the earths, I want to 
stay married... to you.” She breathed. Did she really just say that? “I want to be Empress.” 


I will be Empress, she said to herself. 


Vader just stared at her. For several long quiet moments. “Now you’ve lost your mind.” 
Thinking that he would actually share his throne? For she must truly be out her mind. 


Padmé said nothing. She expected this. 


“T have no use... no need for an Empress.” What use was an Empress anyway? A warm 
body for his bed. Someone to show off at all the parties. What? 


“Oh, yes, you do.” Padmé slowly circled him as she studied him. “When that monster is 
finally dead, you’re going to need me. Who’s going to deal with all the messy political work? 
You?” She would credits— many credits to see that. 


Vader narrowed his eyes. It sounded like she was gloating when she said he “needed” her. 


And he knew it. Deep down, she suspected he knew this, but it was unlikely that he would 
ever admit this aloud. Of course, she felt the same way, she was going to need Vader. His 
protection and his great militarist mind. 


Yes, Vader knew she became Empress in his visions, but... to hear her say this was... 
insane. Maybe, just maybe he could compromise with her. “Couldn’t the position of Grand 
Vizier—” After all, it was a very powerful position. At least, he was sure it was. 


“No,” Padmé said. 
Vader tried again, “Not consort, but Grand Vizier in name and—” 


“No,” Padmé wouldn’t even let him finish. Her mind was made up. It had been for a long 
time. “The throne or nothing. Nothing else— nothing less will please me.” 


Right now, she sounded exactly like Palpatine. 


Except maybe your death, Vader thought. He might be better off ridding himself of both 
Palpatines. 


“Don’t you see,” Padmé argued, ‘Imagine the things we could accomplish together.’ 
Between his militaristic mind and her political mind, they would be an unstoppable power 
couple. Together, they could, no. “Let’s do what Palpatine, let’s unite the Galaxy.” 


Okay, granted, maybe she was getting ahead of herself, but she truly believed her and 
Vader would accomplish far more together than they would apart. 


And while she had no desire to have children or be someone’s mother, she would have 
plenty of servants. Who knows, maybe it wouldn’t even come to that. 


He used to want to kill her. Recently, they had begun having sex and now he wanted a 
child. Supposedly. Again, he would probably change his mind. 


Also, Padmé wasn’t sure he understood everything that meant. In time would probably see, 
but she feared it could be too late by the time he realized it. 
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Vader was no expert on Galactic affairs, but he understood this much. “As long as there’s a 
Rebel Alliance, the Galaxy will never be truly united.” Not to mention the Outer Rim, but for 
now they were just speaking of the Galactic Empire. Unfortunately, the only parts of the 
Galaxy that truly mattered in the minds of most beings. 


And while her offer was somewhat intriguing. Again, he had no use for Empress. “All I 
need is a Council of advisors to deal with such matters.” But for whatever, it’s worth, 
“However, I will consider you for a seat.” 


Council? 

Padmé quietly scoffed at the very thought. 

“The Rebel Alliance is a part of the Galaxy,” Padmé pointed out. 

Vader was confused, “What are you saying?” Where was she going? What was she up to? 


Padmé knew that she was taking a risk, but she needed to prove to Vader that he needed 
her. Her information. 


Also, whether he realized it or not, he just shared something with her. That he supposedly 
wanted a child. Now she was going to share something with him. All while proving why he 
needed her. Not some— Padmé made a face— a Council. What was he? A Jedi? 


“With the right leader, the Alliance will... end their useless raids and bow down to the new 
regime.” Namely her— us, she silently corrected herself. 


Vader’s head was starting to spin. What was she... She was... “The Alliance will never—” 
“T’ve studied them for a few years now. They can be dealt with.” She smiled. 

Just like Palpatine. 

Vader couldn’t speak. 


“Politically,” Padmé added as she went on, “Not with violence.” Or the fighting would 
never cease, and lead to another civil war. That’s what this was all leading up to. Anyone 
would studied history could see this. 


Vader played over what he heard in his head again and again. “Y-You?” This one Senator? 
This tiny... brilliant woman had done what most in the Empire only dreamed of doing. “You 
infiltrated the Alliance?” Vader could not believe what he was hearing. He needed to have his 
ear drums examined by his medical droids. 


“Yes,” Padmé answered. 


Vader considered this for a long time, “Is that why you... tolerate that prick?” He assumed 
he was a member of the Alliance. Along with Bail Organa and Mon Mothma. There were 
rumors that she was a member of the Alliance, but considering her lust for power, he had 
brushed off the idea of her being a member of the Alliance. 


Padmé smirked. “It wasn’t a complete lie,” She shrugged. “I do love the information he 
feeds me.” Not to mention getting her into the Alliance in the first place. 


Vader didn’t say anything for a long time. He couldn’t decide how he felt. 
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Angry? She lied to him. Lied! And about something so important! 

Turned on? She was just... so amazing! Unpredictable! Exciting! 

Frustrated? Again, the she lied to him! 

Relieved? So incredibly relieved to learn the truth. That she didn’t really love him. 
All the above. 


Also, he couldn’t help but wonder if there was something else. Ever since they had gone to 
Varykino and Vader had learned of what happened there. He had reopened the investigation 
into the death of Sate Pestage. To see if there was any connection. According to the bomb 
making experts and their droids, the pieces from the bombs were almost identical. Meaning 
they were either made by the same being or beings. Or someone that had intimate details of 
the bomb. 


Yes, that would suffice. 


“You're right, I do need you.” He was now face to face with her. “As a warm body for my 
bed and someone bare my offspring.” He placed a hand on her hip. 


Padmé closed her eyes, “Is that all Iam to you?” She opened her eyes to look up at him. 


“We'll see,” Vader answered as he gathered her in his arms. “Empress.” 


What do you think? I think this has become one of my favorite chapters. Vader and 
Padmé seem in character? 


Trivia: Can’t think of anything. Questions? 
Next chapter: Padmé’s thoughts on all this. 


Please review and Happy Easter everyone! 
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41. Deception 


Thank you for all favorites, follows, and reviews. 


And for this story and its reviews, I have a goal. I would just love to reach 1,000 
reviews by the end of the story. We’re already past the halfway mark. Let’s do it people! 
Please! 


Lots of Padmé this chapter. Her thoughts on what was discussed last chapter. Some 
Vader too. 


Chapter Forty One 

Deception 

A few weeks had gone by since Vader’s desire was made known. 
In other words the two had been trying for a few weeks now. 

So far, nothing had happened. 

Yet. 

All tests were coming back negative. 


Vader was impatient. Though that was no surprise. He continued to pay mostly 
unannounced visits to her bed chambers every night and once he even stopped by her office in 
the middle of the day. 


Padmé stood up from her office chair. “Are you mad?” 
Vader clicked the lock behind him, “Very. ” 
Which was fun and exciting, but at the same time exhausting. 


Plus it was making it harder to concentrate at work. Thinking about the night before or if 
he would pay another unannounced visit. 


But Padmé wasn’t worried. 
Okay, a little... 
Alright, a lot, but certainly not about getting pregnant. Having a child— children. 


It was that Padmé didn’t entirely understand his desire. Proposal. His so-called brilliant 
idea. His desire for a child and to use it as a... distraction. While Palpatine was rather 
overconfident, she didn’t see this working. Palpatine was too smart. He’d see right through 
them. 
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Besides, were there not millions of Force sensitive creatures in the Galaxy? Could he not 
choose one of those instead? As his apprentice, heir, or whatever it is he desired or needed. 


Nor did she see why she had to be the one to produce one for him. 
Padmé opened the lower left drawer to her vanity. 
Nor would she. 


Then pulled out the bottle of birth control. She then opened the bottle and took one as she 
had everyday ever since she found out about the phony package of pills. Through under her 
handmaiden’s name, she was able to get some new birth control. She didn’t want Vader or 
Palpatine to find out for that matter. 


In time, Padmé sensed Vader would change his mind. She certainly didn’t want to be five 
months pregnant or the baby to already be here when he grew bored with the idea of the 
children. 


If Vader found out about her deception... Well, if he did it wouldn’t be through Dormé, 
she’d die before she said anything. She’d probably tell Vader to go hell before she went 
herself. And Padmé was careful. Keeping her birth control well hidden. 


Again, in a matter of time, Vader would change his mind. 


And perhaps most importantly, Vader hadn’t really given her a definite answer. Yes he 
said, “We’ll see, Empress,” but it sounded more like foreplay. She didn’t trust his answer. She 
needed something more to prove he wouldn’t change his mind months from now or whenever 
Palpatine died. Assuming he ever did. She sensed Vader was... hesitant. Afraid to kill 
Palpatine. 


Actually she didn’t know if he was afraid of Palpatine, but afraid of failure. He would only 
get one chance to kill Palpatine. There would be no second chances. So yes, she could truly 
understand why he was afraid. 


And a part of her knew this was a bad idea. What if Vader found out? 


If he found out... he found out. She would deal with that possibility then. No sense in 
driving herself crazy over such a possibility or he would find out. 


Even if they both wanted a baby, they were not ready. 


They still had so many problems. Trust issues. They could barely go a week— two at most 
without fighting. 


Padmé still couldn’t see herself a mother. She knew herself. She knew she wasn’t exactly 
motherly material. 


Nor could Padmé imagine Vader as a father. She had never actually seen him with a child. 
Padmé doubted he had even been around one since he was a boy himself. Unless one counted 
the Jedi younglings and any other possible younglings he slaughtered. The very thought 
bothered her too. It also made her grateful Sola and Darred kept Pooja far away from Vader 
when they visited Varykino. Padmé didn’t believe Vader would hurt Pooja, but she just didn’t 
know. 
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However, maybe someday. 
Maybe. 


If everything went according to plan and when they didn’t have so many problems and 
trust issues... 


Maybe they could have a child. After all, the Empire would need an heir. 


In a perfect world, Padmé would love to turn the Empire back into a democracy when the 
time was right, but knowing greedy politicians and other bureaucrats that could never happen. 
Everything she worked for and scarified would in time be destroyed. All for nothing. 


True, Padmé still didn’t want a child, she might need to have one or perhaps adopt one of 
her own. 


Padmé then slipped the pill into her mouth. 
Perhaps Vader wasn’t totally out of his mind, but again, the timing was all wrong. 
Then Padmé took a sip from her goblet of water. 


Vader was just going to have to wait. 


Earlier... 


An impatient Vader was waiting on the medical table in his private medical facility. He 
was wearing nothing but his underwear. 


Nothing had happened. Why had nothing happened yet? Something was wrong. 
Something had to be wrong. 


Finally his fertility expert droid came back through the twin doors. “We’ve run extensive 
tests, Lord Vader. We’ve found nothing wrong.” 


Vader nodded as he lowered his head, “Thank you, Fixit”. Calling the droid’s nickname, 
short for it’s model number, FX-7, an assistant medical droid and fertility expert. 


He slowly got up and began to dress. 


In a way, Vader had hoped something was wrong. At least he figured something was 
wrong. Namely with him. Vader was certain it wasn’t the Senator. 


“What are your concerns, my lord?” The droid craned his head in an almost quizzical way. 


“T... I fear my injuries,” He gestured to his injured body. ‘Perhaps they have limited my 
fertility,’ He confessed. Feeling ashamed. Embarrassed at the very thought. “And I’m 
rather... anxious to start a family with Lady Vader.” 


“Fear and anxiety are the enemy to pregnancy,” FX-7 stated. “Don’t rush into anything. 
Patience, my lord.” He advised. Then lowered his angular head and left. 


Vader shook his head as he fixed his cloak. As he told the Senator at the Opera weeks 
earlier, patience was not one of his strong suits. He sighed, however, he would do his best. 
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Still... deep down he knew something wasn’t right. He didn’t know what it was. 


What was Vader thinking? Of course, he knew what— who it was— him! Vader didn’t 
care what the medical droids said. There had to be something wrong with him. 


Palpatine had said when he fully mastered the Force and and wasn’t so distracted he would 
be able to heal himself. Vader always felt that when Palpatine was out of the way, he would 
have unlimited power and be able to fully heal himself properly. So he hoped. Sometimes, 
Vader felt that day would never come. If he was like this the rest of his life, so be it. 


But what of his future offspring? 

His visions? 

Maybe they were false. 

Vader supposed the future was alway in motion. Maybe he was mistaken. He didn’t know. 
He wished... 

Vader lowered his head as he rounded the corner and made his up the next staircase. 


He supposed he would have to keep his eyes open for a Force sensitive being. Maybe it 
was for the best. 


Vader wasn’t sure he could even imagine himself as a father. Yes, he planned to be more of 
a mentor and Sith Master rather than a father. It wasn’t like he had any sort of example to 
follow. His non existant biological father or his Sith Masters. 


Nor could he imagine the Senator— Padmé as a mother. Besides she would probably 
continue to use the pregnancy and the baby as a way to manipulate him. Then again, she 
would probably still find a again, he was planning to do the same thing to her. But he would 
figure something out. 


Would he still make her his... Empress? Did he really want her to be? 
No. 


No, but he really needed her intel on the Alliance and her political mind. Plus he wouldn’t 
mind keeping her in his bed from time to time. Who knows, maybe one day he would become 
fluent in the language of politics and would run things himself. Then she would just stay in 
his stay all the time. 


Vader gently knocked on the door of the Senator’s private chamber, “Senator, I...” He saw 
the Senator putting something in her mouth and taking a sip of water. 


“Hm?” 
“What did you just take?” Vader asked curiously. 


“Oh, just a vitamin.” Padmé smiled as she approached him. ‘Come,’ She took him by the 
arm. “It’s time for dinner.” C-3PO had been preparing one her favorites all day. 


Vader nodded. Though he couldn’t help but look back at her mysterious vanity. 
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Somewhere outside, a figure studied Vader’s Palace. This figure had been studying the 
place for some time. 


The wind was blowing hard. Blowing her hood back. Exposing her Totrugan features and 
her glowing yellow eyes for a moment. 


Aventra! Yay! She’s back! Where’s she been? Guess we’ll have to find out. I know 
some of you probably aren’t going to like what Padmé is up to. 


Trivia: Can’t think of anything. Any questions? 


I’ve had the last few days off, that’s why there’s been some updates... and 
unfortunately back to work tomorrow. Probably won’t be anymore updates this week. 
Maybe in the next week or two. Next chapter isn’t quite ready. 


Coming up: Padmé’s actions catch up with her. More Aventra. 


What do you think? Review please. 
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42. The Return of Aventra 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


This is almost like two chapters. The first half is with Aventra. Then Vader and 
Padme later in the chapter. 


My beta’s busy with school so mistakes are my own. 


Now onto Aventra. She’s baaaack! 


Chapter Forty Two 
The Return of Aventra 
Days later... 


Lord Aventra, formerly known as Ahsoka Tano had been watching her Master, Darth 
Vader for days, possibly weeks now. She lost count. Had barely eaten or slept during her 
studies. 


Of her Master. 

Them. 

Him and his new wife, Padmé Amidala. A Queen. A Senator. 

A cunning politician. 

Cunning as her kin, Emperor Palpatine. 

It was all the makings of the perfect Empress. 

The perfect partner for her Master. 

To make it even more perfect, now they were planning to have a child. 
An heir. 


Not just to the Empire, should they kill Palpatine and take the throne. Which they were 
naturally planning to, but an apprentice. 


In other words, her replacement. 


This had not been part of the plan Aventra had been led to believe or the one she had in 
mind. 


The plan had been something like this: That she and her Master would wait. 


For just the right moment. 
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And when that moment came, she and Lord Vader would take Emperor Palpatine on 
together. 


Killing him. 

Then Vader would proclaim himself Emperor and Dark Lord of the Sith. The Master. 
Making her the apprentice. No longer simply Lord, but Darth Aventra. 

Finally. 


Then perhaps one day, when the time was right. When she was powerful enough in both 
the Force and in wisdom, she would become Empress herself. Striking down her Master in 
with her dual lightsabers. 


But now everything had changed. 
At least, in time it would. 
But she was not going to allow that to happen. 


There was no way in Sith hells was Aventra planning to carry out her Master’s orders until 
the child grew old enough. Then he or she would become the apprentice. Aventra would 
become some secondary almost but non Sith. Like she currently was. 


Or more likely the child or Vader would kill her. 


While Aventra never actually met the man. Vader killed him aboard the Invisible Hand 
shortly before the fall of Republic— she now secret sympathized with Lord Tyranus. After 
all, he co-raised and trained his own replacement. Part of her didn’t understand why Tyranus 
hadn’t killed Vader all those years ago. Perhaps he was foolish and overconfident, thinking a 
young boy could never grow up and overpower him. That Sidious would never replace him or 
maybe Tyranus thought he could keep Vader under his thumb. 


Yes, she had been “missing” for weeks now, but Vader never even tried to find her. 
After Barriss Offee fell to her death. 

The native airborne spores of Drongar ate into ship’s hyperdrive and the engine. 
And the communications. 

Meaning she was stranded. 

After days of intensive meditation, the Dark Side blessed her. 


A band of spice pirates landed on Drongar. Some secret base to hide their spice and other 
contraband? She supposed that made sense. Given it was the last place any sane being would 


go. 


With what little strength she had left, she used the explosives on her ship to deal with the 
pirates. 


Most of them. 


A few of them escaped the blast. 
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She hunted the down one by one. 


The beings held their blasters and vibroblades up high as they listened to the screams of 
the other men. 


The last one almost had her. 


Eyes tracked the rise and fall of his broken comrades. His blaster depleted, the Zabrak 
drew a vibroblade from a belt sheath and launched himself at Aventra. His large right hand 
intent on fastening itself onto the Torguta’s neck. 


She spend several days aboard the ship. Letting one its med droid attend to her while she 
rested from her injuries, near starvation, and exhaustion. 


She also caught up on the events of the Galaxy. Between her mission and her training 
under her Master she had been out of touch with current affairs and other Galactic business. 


Including her Master’s new wife?! 
Aventra could hardly believe the HoloNet when she saw the coverage. 


Then she wound up here, Coruscant. Spending what was probably weeks watching over 
her Master and wife. Trying to understand what her Master was up to. 


If he had just reached out, he might— he probably would have felt her in the Force. She 
was so close in proximity. And all Masters and Apprentices had bonds. 


Aventra narrowed her glowing eyes. 


While all this angered Aventra to the very core of her being. All her hard work. Her tests 
and trials were all for nothing. 


But in a way, she understood. Vader’s offspring would be as strong as him. His equal, but 
that still didn’t make her any happier about it. 


She was frustrated. 
Bitter. 

Jealous. 

Angry. 


Down right embarrassed that she didn’t see this coming. She should have seen this 
coming. That she was nothing more than a placeholder until he found someone else. Someone 
stronger. 


After all, it was the way of the Sith. One day, she would probably do such a thing to her 
own apprentice. 


Aventra already had a few beings in mind. She knew that at least one of the Jedi 
Younglings she helped take to the Gathering on Ilum was still alive. Petro was his name if she 
recalled correctly. Or even another young Jedi, Caleb Dume, Padawan of the once comatose 
Jedi Master Depa Billaba. Rumor had it he was calling himself Kanan Jarrus now. That he 
was now on the run as some small time smuggler. 
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Aventra narrowed her eyes. She couldn’t see through the transparisteel windows very well. 
Mostly just silhouetted figures in what was the Senator’s quarters. Another figure came into 
the room. 


She didn’t even need to the Force to sense it was her Master. 
Aventra sighed. 
But still he didn’t sense her. 


Again, she had been here on Coruscant for days and Vader hadn’t even noticed or sensed 
her. 


Aventra groaned. “Pathetic.” 


The little schutta continued to distract her Master. Manipulate him and worst of all, Vader 
allowed it. That or he was incredibly stupid. 


Though Aventra supposed he was thinking with a certain membrane of his body that was 
not his head. 


“Men,” Aventra said in revulsion. It was the most disturbing and disgusting thing she ever 
saw. So between distracting her Master and the planetary terminator that she would soon 
carry within her, Amidala must go. 


Aventra knew she was taking a great risk. Vader would likely fight to the death for this 
beloved “. Could she even beat him? She didn’t know. Though she doubted as much. He was 
older, more experienced, and much more powerful. After all, he was the Master. 


Aventra was hoping— planning to get Vader away one night soon. By sending him a 
message from the Emperor which would truly be from her. She had recently tapped into his 
communications. Again, he hadn’t even Aventra would sneak in the Palace— not for the first 
time— and kill the Senator. 


Though she didn’t know if he would even fall for it. He was clever. 


Aventra’s eyes narrowed as she watched the silhouetted figures of her Master and the 
Senator undress. 


When he wanted to be. 


Aventra also realized she could die. Her Master would kill her out of revenge and perhaps 
disobedience for being away for so long. 


While Aventra had no desire to die, at least the Senator would be out of the way. 


Still with the Senator out the way, her Master and the Sith would be back on track. And 
Aventra would rather die than live to watch herself be replaced by their inferior spawn. 


Aventra narrowed her glowing eyes. 


Padmé Amidala had to die. 


Later... 
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Padmé Amidala wiped her mouth. She had just hurled into her sink for the third day in a 
row. 


What was wrong with her? 
She was never— well, rarely sick. 


She had been sick maybe four times in her whole career. She was usually a holo of perfect 
health. 


It wasn’t flu season. 


No. 


There hadn’t been many changes in lifestyle or diet recently. Just that she had been having 
lots of... 


Padmé stopped. 


She then beamed over to her bluish holo calendar. This week was supposed she was 
supposed to have her... 


Her heart began racing. 

No. 

She was supposed to have it last week. 
Her eyes widened. 


“No, no!” She said to herself as she counted the days. Oh, no, it was right. She missed her 
period last week. She hadn’t realized. 


Between work, Clovis, and most importantly Vader, and all the sex they were having, she 
was exhausted. 


Stressed. 

She just couldn’t be. 
She couldn’t... 
Could she? 


An hour later... 


Padmé had just gotten off the turbolift from what felt like hours. Eternity. Just sitting there. 
Listening to what the med droids said over and over again. 


“Congratulations, Lady Vader, you are pregnant.” 
They went on to say just a few weeks. 
She was shocked. Angry. Confused. 


She was pregnant. 
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How? How could this happen? Yes, yes, of course, she understood how it happened. But 
she was on birth control. True, it was only 99.9% effective, but still, something was not right 
here. 


Padmé flew off the turbolift, marching into her chambers, and clawed her way through the 
drawers of her vanity. 


Where... where was it? 

Panic began to flow through her body. 

It... it wasn’t here. 

Why wasn’t it... “Looking for these?” A familiar voice said with a gloat. 
Padmé raised her head. For a moment, she didn’t move. 
Backing away from the vanity to turn around and look at him. 
Vader. 

Through she narrowed her bitter, narrowed eyes. 

He was holding something in his hand. 

Then he tossed them to her. 

She caught them. 


Her so-called vitamins “as she told him weeks ago. After dinner that night, he took a 
sample of one of the pills and sure enough. It was contraceptives. 


Realizing she had lied and made him look like a fool, Vader had almost marched up the 
stairs to confront her. 


And he nearly had, then he had another idea. 
He decided to say nothing to her. 


After replacing her birth control with identical looking vitamins, Vader went upstairs. Into 
her chambers as he usually did this time of night. 


Doing his best to conceal any anger he was holding back. Something that had never been a 
talent of his. 


Though if she had noticed his mood then or lately, she had said nothing. 


For some reason, Vader had felt patience. He hadn’t entirely understood why. He had never 
been patient. 


Nor had he waited so long to take revenge. Now that he thought about, he knew all about 
waiting to take his revenge, after all, he had yet to take revenge upon his own Master. 


Compared to fifteen years, a few weeks was nothing. 


Padmé threw the pills aside where they fell all over the floor. “You son of Murglak!” She 
nearly leaped across the room. Hitting, slapping, punching him. 
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Vader ignored her tiny hands that felt like nothing more than feathers brushing against his 
chest. “Consider us even,” For everything she had put him through. Tricking him. Making 
him worry. Think there was something wrong with him. 


He took her hands by the wrist. Firmly, but not too firmly. “You agreed to this.” He 
loosened his grip. “What we didn’t agree to were these,” He gestured toward the pills at their 
feet. 


Padmé could not believe this was happening. “I assumed,” Very wrongly now, obviously. 
“That you would change your mind later.” 


Vader raised a brow. “About the baby? Or making you Empress?” 
“Both,” Padmé truthfully and rather quickly replied. 


Vader said nothing, but he supposed that was fair enough. He truthfully still didn’t know 
how he felt about making her his Empress. The same way she felt about having offspring. 


“And?” Vader sensed there was more. 


“Aright, the truth is I don’t think now is the right time to be bringing a baby into this 
Galaxy. Let’s face it, we’ve gone a week? Maybe two without fighting.” 


Vader could see her point. 


“Next, neither of us are the most... will likely ever be parents of the year. When was the 
last time you were even around a child?” Padmé hesitantly asked. 


Vader wasn’t sure how to answer that as he briefly ran his fingers over his lightsaber. 
This subtle touch had not escaped Padmé’s notice. “I see.” 
Vader had no choice. Yes, the young boy had not been a threat. 


Yet. However, after just witnessing his father murdered right in front of him, Vader 
decided it would be best to kill him. The boy would be on his own. His entire village was 
destroyed. So he would have no one. Two, Vader had no interest meeting the boy in ten or 
twenty years. A young man by then, seeking vengeance for his father and fellow villagers. 


“Why didn’t you tell me this in the first place?” 


“T didn’t think you’d listen to me.” He seemed rather determined to have a child. Plus she 
feared it would jeopardize any chance she had in their bargain. 


Vader paused. Honestly, “...I don’t know.” He truly didn’t. “You never gave me the chance 
to find out. You talk about me giving you respect” He pointed out. “Yet you couldn’t at least 
be honest with me.” 


Padmé grew frustrated. Though more with the situation or the fact that she knew Vader had 
something of a point, she didn’t know. “What respect?” He only thought of her as a “warm 
body for his bed and someone to bear as his offspring”, as he said. 


Before Vader could say anything, Padmé shook her head. “Who are we kidding?” They 
would never be able to make his work. She stormed off. Needing time. Space. 


While Vader sat sat down in defeat. 
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On top of everything else, Vader and Padmé need to watch their backs. 


Trivia: Originally this was just to be an Aventra chapter. Also this is a Vadmé story. 
Still, if someone ever wants to do a Aventra solo story, go for it. Just PM and let me 
know. That’s all I ask. 


Also one of you did ask me if I ever considered becoming an author. Yes, I suppose I 
have thought about it once or twice, but I don’t know. I need more of my own ideas. I 
mean who knows, maybe I could write one of the Star Wars novels one day, but one has 
be an established author before that can happen. 


Coming up: So much. More Padmé and Vader. 


Please review. 
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43. Vader V Aventra 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 


Vader and Padmé talk and try work through things. Then more Aventra! 


Chapter Forty Three 

Vader V Aventra 

Later that night... 

Darth Vader sat in the dark. 
Thinking. 


Over everything that was happened. What was said. What wasn’t said. What he was 
feeling. 


He wasn’t angry. 

Sad? 

No. 

Confused? 

Very. 

He supposed that was one word for it. 


Vader sensed the Senator planned the same thing. Controlling— manipulating him. 
Through again, manipulation. Sex. Through their offspring. The Force only knew what else. 


He was done. 


Making other plans. There was no way they could share the throne. Maybe it was an... 
interesting idea at one time, but no way. It wouldn’t work. The Throne would of course be 
his. While the Senator would be kept at arm’s reach from the Throne. 


Keep the throne just out of her reach. Dangling in front of her as if it were some irresistible 
bait. Feeding her scraps of power to keep her sated. If that didn’t work he would use other 
means, but one thing at a time. For now, he just wanted the child and the Emperor gone. 


Did he even truly want her around their— his child? 
Not really. 

Perhaps the child was born he should take... 

No. 
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Maybe. 

For now he just wanted to make it through the next several months. Nine months. 
Then he would decide what to do. 

Perhaps the Emperor would even be dead by then. 

The Emperor had used this so called marriage as part of a paparazzi stunt. 

Who said Vader couldn’t do the same with his own child. 

Vader smiled. 


Then it quickly faded. Knowing the Emperor wouldn’t like it. That he would have to go 
behind his Master’s back. 


Yes, the Emperor would punish him for such a thing, but Vader could handle it. 
He then felt someone approach. 

Though Vader didn’t look over his shoulder to see her. He didn’t need to. 

He knew who it was. 

“Hey,” Padmé said through a brief smile. 


Vader said nothing. Not sure what to say. He supposed he should say hello back, but 
didn’t. 
“For whatever it’s worth,” Padmé sensed it was very little. “I am sorry for lying to you.” 


Vader took a few breathes through his respirator. “...I’m sorry too,” He said quietly. 


Padmé did her did best to figure out what to say next. “I don’t want to live the next... eight 
months like this.” She rubbed her temples. 


Vader looked down. “Does that mean you want an abortion?” On one hand he would 
understand why she would. On the other, he wanted a child. 


“No,” Padmé was many things. Believed in many things. “I won’t lie, I briefly considered 
it.” Again, briefly, but she quickly decided against it. The way Padmé saw it, if her own 
mother could do the brave thing and have her. Even after how she was conceived then Padmé 
could do the same. 


True, Vader had not raped her, he had deceived her, but she had done the same to him. So 
she had played a role in it as well. 


Though was her mother raped? She always assumed so, but knew exactly what happened. 
Her parents, Ruwee and Jobal never actually talked about Cosinga. Padmé didn’t even know 
the truth until shortly before the explosion and her mother died. 


Yes, her father was still very much alive. A year or two after the horrible day, Padmé 
finally summoned the courage to ask her father about Cosinga. But whatever happened with 
Cosinga pained her father. Angered him to his very core. 


Padmé apologized and hugged her father. Never bringing it up again. 
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Any questions about her biological father were left to researching public records and 
friends of Cosinga. She might have dug deeper, but decided against it. Cosinga was long 
dead. 


Ruwee was the one who raised and loved her. That was what truly mattered. 
Again, if her parents could do it, so could she. 

So Padmé prayed. 

She hoped she didn’t fail. 


Padmé originally didn’t want children for a reason. She knew herself. She was hardly the 
most maternal being and probably never would be. Padmé didn’t want to let her offspring 
down or worse, that he or she turned into its uncle. Or possibly even its father. 


Meanwhile, Vader was relieved. Silently celebrating. 


Padmé smiled, “Though I probably will be... difficult at times.” She remembered what her 
sister was like during her pregnancies. Poor Darred. 


“So will I,” Vader added then shrugged. Trying to keep the mood light. ‘Can’t be any 
worse than the Emperor,’ He did his best to smile under the respirator. “Who has summoned 
this evening to attend the Opera.” Palpatine had sent some strange message earlier this 
evening. Which was odd. His Master had not asked him to do such a thing since before they 
were married. “He didn’t ask for you.” Only him. Which seemed odd, but Vader was trying 
not to give it much thought. He didn’t 


“Oh, alright. Well, goodnight,” Padmé said. Not sure what else to say and she was tired in 
any case. 


Vader nodded. He thought about escorting her when Padmé held up a hand. Telling him 
no. Not tonight. 


Vader nodded. “Night.” Giving a small bow with his head then looked back onto Imperial 
City. 


An hour later... 


With his cloak blowing in the wind, Darth Vader silently boarded his ship on the landing 
pad of his Palace. 


The pilots briefly greeted though cut themselves off. Probably sensing his mood. 
They then took off. 

Moments later, “...uh, Lord Vader?” Said one of the pilots. 

Vader lifted his head. 


With one and the controls and the other on his headset. Listening to the landing orders. “... 
uh, there’s no security clearance for our landing, sir.” 


How odd. 
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The pilot shrugged. “Probably just an error.” It wasn’t the first time. Probably wouldn’t be 
the last. 


Vader was already up. Starting to pace. 

Even without the Force. Something felt... off. 

Wrong. 

“PILOT!” 

“Sir?” The twin co pilots turned around to look back at their leader. 

Vader held up his hand. “Slow down and pull over. Now.” So they could stay out of sight. 
“Yes, my lord.” The pilots pressed on the hover brakes. 

Vader used the Force to open a storage compartment and grab a pair of electrobinoculars. 
“..sir?” The twin pilots stared at each trying to understand what was happening. 

So was Vader. 

He lowered the electrobinoculars. 

There was Palpatine. 

He had already arrived. 


Normally when Vader escorted his Master, he waited for him at the Palace or they arrived 
simultaneously. 


But no, he was already half way inside. 

Palpatine also had more than enough of his infamous Red Guards there. 
Meaning... 

He didn’t send that message. Palpatine did not send that message. 


It must have been a fake. How? Vader didn’t know. Of course, with growing technologies 
a being could synthesize such things now a days. 


That... 

Vader skipped a few breathes. 

Which went noticed by his pilots because they asked, “Are you alright, milord?” 
Vader then dropped the electrobinoculars. Grabbing onto one of the safety handles. 
That could only mean... 

This was all a setup. 

Vader spun to stare back into the distance. Back to his Palace. 


They needed to turn around and head back immediately. 
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But whatever-whoever they were, they would see him coming back. Then they might panic 
and... 


...no, he couldn’t let that happen. 
“...Sir?” 
Using the Force, Force pushed the emergency door hatch open. 


The door flew off the handles and down onto ground somewhere down below. Possibly 
onto some pedestrians several stories below, but Vader didn’t care. They were insignificant 
compared to what was about to happen. What could be happening. 


Vader stared down to the streets below. 


By his calculations, it was five stories to the ground. Well, this floor. Coruscant was 
covered in hundreds—endless stories of pavement and duracrete. 


He had done far worse. Then again, he had his actual legs. Not these things his Master and 
medical droids had given him that they called legs. 


He had no time for this. 
“Sa? 


By the time the troopers stood from their seats, Vader had already dived out the door. 


Meanwhile... 

Inside Vader’s Palace, Padmé walked around. 

Exploring. 

Taking her mind off everything. 

She found a number of chambers she hadn’t known about or seen before. 


Dining, ball rooms, numerous bed chambers. Even a room for a pool and spa, it was 
empty. It looked like it never even been filled, but that would change. Padmé loved water. It 
was one of the many thing she loved and missed about her homeworld. 


She wondered if Vader planned use this as his actual Palace instead of Palpatine’s when he 
became Emperor. 


While the place could use some work, it had the potential. 


She could have summoned Dormé, but she had yet to inform her handmaiden of her 
pregnancy. Something which Padmé was not looking forward to. 


Not to mention her family. 
Forget the marriage to Vader, this would surely kill her father. 
Click. 
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Padmé’s head swerved around. 
She then stood up. 

What was that? 

Then it was quiet... 

Too quiet. 

Something wasn’t right. 
...Click. 

There it was again. 

Someone was here. 


“Whoever, you are, show yourself!” Padmé pulled out her blasters. “Show yourself,” 
Padmé said. Still nothing. 


Padmé decided to try another tactic. “Or are you a coward?” That surely draw whoever it 
was out of hiding. 


“A coward?” The voice, a woman snickered. “Senator, there’s fear in this chamber, and I 
assure you, it isn’t mine.” Sith had no fear. 


Padmé held up dual blasters. One in each hand. She did her absolute best to not shake. It 
reminded of when she first began public speaking and doing her best to mask her fear, but this 
was no time for a walk down memory lane. “...who are you?” 


Padmé couldn’t see much. Mostly just a dark cloak. 

A woman? 

A Togruta actually. 

She was young. 

More importantly, Padmé could see the the un-ignited lightsaber in her hand. 


“Your Palpatine’s apprentice?” There were also his Inquisitors, but the girl didn’t strike 
Padmé as an Inquisitor. 


True, he already had an apprentice. Her husband. Though many had said Dooku was a 
Sith. It made sense. Vader probably would have been too young to carry out some of the 
missions and other needs. Namely helping Palpatine divide and conquer the Galaxy. 


Aventra smirked. “Guess again.” She said in a playful voice. As if she was taunting the 
Senator. 


This tone didn’t go unnoticed by Padmé. Then she guessed, “Vader’s.” Padmé supposed 
that shouldn’t surprise her. It sounded like something her husband would do, yet it still did 
surprise her. 


She also quickly understood her life was in even danger than she initially gathered. That 
her husband had recently replaced the girl. Whoever she was. Leaving her nothing else. 
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Except revenge and hope of redeeming herself by killing her unborn replacement. 
Or maybe Vader had sent her himself, but that didn’t make any sense. 
Padmé then fired from left then her right blaster, and left again. 
Pew! 
Bang! 
Pew! 


Aventra had already ignited one of her blades. Dodging one shot then the other, but not not 
the third and unexpected. Aventra winced, but had no time to show or react to pain. 


The tip of her lightsaber sliced off the end of blasters. Leaving them useless. 
And Padmé doing her best not to panic. She nearly turned to run, but she couldn’t. 
Though the Force, Aventra had the tiny woman in her grasp. Up in the air and by throat. 


Padmé did her best her to break free. Waving her arms and legs. Trying to claw at the 
invisible hand wrapped around neck, but she knew it was useless. 


She threw the burned handles of her blasters at the Togruta. 


Aventra could have laughed at the futile move. Then she took a deep breathe. “And to 
answer your earlier, yes. I am Vader’s apprentice or at least, I was.” Aventra’s eyes were 
ablaze and she grinned but it immediately faded. “Unfortunately, he doesn’t need me 
anymore.” Like a toy he had grown bored with. 


Just as Aventra was ready to finish the Senator off, something... someone came barreling 
in. Knocking her back against the hard durasteel and duragreel wall. 


This also meant Aventra no longer had Padmé in her grasp. 
Meaning Padmé began to fall to the ground, but she didn’t. 
Instead of the floor, but in the arms of Vader. 


“No, I don’t,” Said Darth Vader. Breathing heavily. As if he was some jogger returning 
from a marathon. 


Padmé gasped for air. “... what? How... how did you...” 
No time for questions. “Stay here.” Vader ordered as he released her onto the nearby chair. 


“Master,” Aventra struggled to say through the shock and surprise. “Master, what are you 
doing?” He was supposed to be at the Opera. Apparnetly her synthesized message had failed. 


What was he doing here? Vader should be asking the questions here. To begin with, “What 
the hell are you doing?” More importantly, “Where have you been?” 


“Like you care,” Aventra screamed. 


Vader gave her a look. He wasn’t going to ask again. “What. Are. You. Doing?” He 
snapped. 
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“I’m doing what needs to be done. What you’re too blind to see.” 

“Don’t touch her,” Vader yelled. “DON’T GO NEAR HER.” 

Aventra shook her head. “Don’t you see? She’II be the end of us, of the Sith!” 
“No,” Vader argued. 


“Of you!” Aventra argued. She was already the end of the end of them. It made her heart 
sink, 


“The only thing that ends tonight will be YOU!” Vader ignited his lightsaber. 
“You will try,” Aventra ignited her lightsabers and leapt into the air. 


Vader met her in the air. 


Blade-to-blade, they were identical. 
Master and Apprentice. 
Darth Vader and Lord Aventra. 


After hundreds— probably thousands of hours in lightsaber sparring, they knew each other 
better than most. 


In every exchange, Aventra gave ground. It wasn’t her way, but against Vader, she had 
little choice. Vader was far more powerful in the Force and in brute strength. 


But Aventra had a few of own advantages, she was younger. Quicker. 


While Vader was quick, but not quite as fast as her. Due to his prosthetic legs. That and the 
journey over on foot. Vader had no idea how he made it over here so quickly but he had no 
time to think about that now. 


While Vader had trained and worked hard, to build up his leg strength. Growing faster over 
the years, growing more and more used the bloody things. Making a few adjustments of his 
own. He would never be as fast as he once was. 


He had Lord Tyranus to thank for this. 


When he had turned twenty he had foolishly thought he was ready to take the mantle of 
Sith apprentice from the aging Count. Again, he was a fool. Underestimating the Count and 
his skill. 


He had been the Jedi Order’s top swordsman. 

Thank the Dark Side Lord Sidious had intervened. 

Or Lord Tyranus may have truly finished him that day. 
Back in the present, exchanges flashed. 


Leaps were sideslipped or met with flying kicks. 
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Ankle sweeps skipped over and punches parried. 

The door of the dining room fell in pieces. 

Chairs were knocked over and cut in two. Or three. 

The large table was sliced into too many times to count. 


Lamps a exploded in fountains of white-hot sparks as they ripped free of their moorings 
and hurtled through the air. Dead hands spasmed on triggers and blaster bolts sizzled through 
impossibly intricate lattices of ricochet. 


Aventra barely caught some and flipped them at Vader: a move of desperation. 


Anything to distract him. Anything to slow him down. Easily, contemptuously, Vader sent 
them back, and the bolts flared between their blades until their galvening faded and the 
particles of the packeted beams dispersed into the darkness. 


Aventra then something large. It looked like furniture, but she barely noticed. 
And of course, Vader threw it back. It missed Aventra, but not the large widow behind her. 
CRACK! 

Glass went everywhere. 

Pieces even landed on the cloaks of Vader and Aventra. 

The sound also made Aventra loose her footing. Then she ducked. 

Vader swung. 

Just in time. 

Unfortunately, that left an opening in her defense. 

Vader swiftly struck. 

Half the lightsaber hilt in her left hand was gone. 


The next thing Aventra knew her right hand and part of her arm, right at the elbow was 
gone. 


She screamed. 

Both from the pain and the fact that she was weaponless. 

The end of Vader’s blade was at her neck. 

Aventra breathed. Covering what was left with her right arm with her left hand. 
Aventra briefly shook her head in a moment of clarity. 

Realization. 


Which seemed odd given her current condition and location. She stared back behind then 
back to Vader. “You never planned to destroy the Emperor,” She shouted over the storm. 
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“Not with you, no,” Vader answered honestly. That had initially been the plan, but Vader 
decided against it. He wanted to destroy his Master on his own. To prove everyone and 
perhaps most of all himself, how powerful he was. 


And she decided. 
She took two steps back off the ledge. 
Falling. 


Forever. 


Vader stood there. 

Watching her fall. 

Watching her figure become smaller and smaller. 
Until he couldn’t see her anymore. 

He then relied on the Force. 

Then... 

.. nothing. 


The official story would be some assassin tried to kill him and the Senator. To both the 
public and the Emperor. 


It wasn’t like he could say who she really was. 
Though Palpatine would probably be suspicious. 
If he wasn’t already. 

Vader shook off the thought. 

A squadron of troops arrived. 


Vader turned to look at them. “An assassin infiltrated my home and tried to kill my wife,” 
He stated. Really, it wasn’t even a lie. ‘I will now attend to my wife,’ Vader was already at his 
wife’s side. “Find the body,” He ordered. 


The troopers looked at one another. 

What were they waiting for? 

“NOW!” He snapped. 

“Yes, sir!” They bowed and made their out the door. What was left of the doors. 
“Right away, sir,” Another answered and followed. 


Moments later he found Padmé or rather she found him. 
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She standing in the broken doorway. Rubbing her neck. Trying to make sense of 
everything that happened. “Who was she?” Though Padmé wasn’t sure she even needed to 
ask. After all, she had studied the Sith. It was rather a vicious cycle. Masters took on 
apprentices. Those apprentices killed the Master. And so on and so on. 


“Shhhh,” Vader already had his arms wrapped around her. “Not here.” Beings could be 
listening. Watching. 


Padmé shook her head. No, here. Exactly, here. 
The next thing the pair knew Vader’s respirator was off. 


Rain continued pouring outside. Ricochet off the damaged wall outside onto the couple 
whose lips were locked. 


Hours later... 


“T could walk you know,” Padmé pointed out. Unhappy Vader was holding her. Earlier it 
was nice. Now his hovering was becoming a bit irritating. She hoped he wasn’t going to like 
this for the next several months. 


“The med droids ordered you take it easy for the next few days.” 


That didn’t mean she couldn’t walk. But Padmé was too tired to argue with him. Maybe 
tomorrow. 


“What about you?” She asked. His limp had not gone unnoticed by her. Even the med 
droids noticed it. 


Vader said it was “fine”. Refusing medical attention. Hoping it would go away. If not, he 
would see to it tomorrow. 


“T went jogging.” 
Was that a joke? 


His sense of humor surprised Padmé. Maybe he was just trying to make light of the 
situation. “How far?” Padmé played along. 


Vader took a deep breathe. “One kilometer.” He estimated. “Plus up a dozen flights of 
stairs or so.” Give or take. Nothing would stand between him and his child. 


He supposed he had come for both. And not just because the Senator was carrying his 
child. 


“Vader...” Padmé didn’t know what to say. That couldn’t have been easy on him. 
“T’m fine.” His legs were aching, but he would live. 


Padmé sighed. Knowing he probably wouldn’t want to talk about it, the girl, or how he 
was feeling. She did finally think of something to say. Something she should have said earlier, 
“Thank you.” 


“You are welcome.” Vader said as he breathed. 
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Vader wasn’t sure how he had done it. Maybe he was stronger than he realized. Though he 
didn’t want to make the same mistake with Sidious as he had Tyranus. No one would save 
him this time. 


And on top of his tiredness, Vader felt... great. Free somehow. 


He recalled what the finale line of the Sith Code said, “Through victory my chains are 
broken.” 


Aventra had been a chain and he had proven himself victorious. True, it was to his 
Apprentice. Someone lesser than him. Still, defeating her after walking here all this way was 
impressive. He doubted he would have been able to do such a thing a year ago. 


Again, his Apprentice was a chain... 
...and so the Senator. 


Vader pushed those thoughts aside. He was too tired and sore to think about them in any 
case. 


They arrived at the door to Padmé’s chambers. 


Vader was about to use the Force to open the door when Padmé placed her against his 
respirator. 


As if reading her mind, which he hadn’t, but he already his own fingers against the 
respirator. Slowly taking it off. He breathed on his own for a moment. 


Padmé began to caress his scarred cheeks. 
Their noses meeting. 

Lips close. 

Until Padmé put a finger on his lips. 

His eyes opened. 


“T want to make something clear.” Padmé said. “Just because... what happened earlier. It 
doesn’t make all our problems go away.” 


Vader nodded. 
“We still have a lot of work to do.” Padmé said, “On us.” 


“Understood,” And he agreed. Though still didn’t mean he wasn’t considering or planning 
to share his whole future, namely the Throne with her. Again, one thing at a time. 


Could they do it? 
Padmé didn’t know. 
Vader didn’t know either. 


She was beginning to fear they would be the end of each other. One destroying the other or 
both. Months ago, she would not have blinked at the thought of destroying Vader. Now she 
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wasn’t so sure she wanted to, and not just because he would be valuable asset to her. Not to 
mention their impending offspring. 


Padmé wasn’t afraid to die, but it wasn’t just about her anymore. 
Still, she supposed there was only one way to find out. 


Padmé then gave into the kiss. 


What do you think? Characters actions seem real? How’s the duel? I’m not totally 
sure about it myself. It’s based on the Mustufar duel. 


Trivia: For awhile, I didn’t know what to call this chapter, so I decided to call it 
Vader V Aventra since of course they duel and also in honor of Batman V Superman. 


And one or two of you suggested Vader and Aventra should sleep together. Eh, no, 
I’m not an Anakin/Ahsoka or in this case Vader/Aventra shipper. I believe Anakin and 
Ahsoka have a father/daughter or big brother/little sister relationship. In this case, just 
a Master/Apprentice relationship. No more. I can’t picture them together romantically 
or sexually. 


Coming up: Vader and Padmé try to works things out. Again, try. I mean yes, I could 
make them happy right away, but *yawn* that would get rather boring. Plus these are 
two very dysfunctional beings. No way are things going completely great and all rosy for 
them all the time. 


Review please. 
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44. Palpatine 


Surprise! Got home early from work. 
Thank you for all the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


I planned this chapter sooner, but fanfiction dot net is having some issues. Reviews 
aren’t showing up on the site and it’s hardly the first time. A lot of authors including 
myself have been frustrated. Hopefully it will be fixed this week. 


Anyway, finally made it to that long awaited Palpatine chapter. I hadn’t realized it 
was so close. It snuck up on me. Which is fitting since Palpatine has always been pretty 
sneaky. 


Cue the Emperor’s theme. 


Chapter Forty Four 

Palpatine 

The next morning... 

Emperor Palpatine sat in his throne. 

Eyes closed. 

Then they opened. His normal yellow eyes were stained with a hellish red color. 


Even without the limited amount of training in the Force they had received, the Red 
Guards could tell how... unhappy their Emperor felt. 


And he was. 
His blood continued to boil as Lord Vader finally arrived. 
Though there was no point in this meeting. 


The HoloNet News had so very conveniently informed Sidious of what Vader was about to 
say. 


“Master, I would apologize for...” 


“Do not think of me as a fool, Lord Vader.” Palpatine barked from his Throne. “I know 
exactly want you’re doing.” Going behind his back. 


Reporting the happy news of Lady Vader’s pregnancy to the HoloNet before his own 
Master and the Emperor himself. 


Not to mention the child’s biological uncle though Sidious preferred to forget that little 
detail. He was the only true Palpatine in the Galaxy. 
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Vader eyed his Master. 

Sidious returned the look. 

Oh, so he had finally figured it out. 

His Apprentice. So so-called brilliant strategist. 

Thinking that if he kept one step ahead of his Master. 

That he could outmaneuver— outsmart his Master. 

He could think again. 

And how Sidious would nothing more than wipe that look off his Apprentice’s face. 
He nearly summoned the Force around Vader’s neck, but... no. He stopped himself. 
No. 

Not yet. 

He needed Vader. 

For now. 


Perhaps in a few more months. When the offspring was born he may very well dispose of 
Vader then. And at long last it’s schutta mother as well. 


“Get out of my sight.” 
And Vader disappeared out the double doors. 


“Leave me.” Palpatine looked to the Crimson Guards and the few servants over in the 
comers. “All of you.” 


And they did. 


Emperor Palpatine sat in throne. 


No servants or underling at his feet. The guards were just outside the door should he need 
them. Leaving him with only his thoughts to occupy him. 


The Senator was finally pregnant. 

At long last. 

He was beginning to think Vader wasn’t up to the task. 

The task of creating his new apprentice. 

Yes, this one of many reasons he put Vader and the Senator together. 
Vader had been many things. Powerful. 


Mostly loyal. 
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Mostly. 

Truthfully for all Vader’s power and strength in the Dark Side, he was a complete failure. 
While Sidious often took it out on Vader or sometimes other servants, he blamed himself. 
And Maul. 

Sidious squeezed the arms of the throne. 

If he had just kept a closer eye on Maul. 


He should have left the boy alone. He had been too young and innocent to being his 
training in the ways of the Dark Side in any case. Too young to have the darkness inside him 
opened. Training and indoctrinating the young was the way of the Jedi. The Sith preferred 
beings who were older and had perhaps been scarred by life. 


Even after fifteen years, Sidious sometimes wondered if he should have left the broken 
body back on Mustafar. 


But to let such potential go to waste... 
No, no, he couldn’t. It was too tempting. 
Now as every day past, he regretted the decision more and more 


Between Maul, Sidious not having enough time to train him properly. Between the 
Chancellorship. Corrupting the Senate. Creating the Confederacy. Having to pass him off to 
Orsis Academy where he become a champion at the age of fifteen. 


Later on, Sidious sent him to Tyranus, who had been a Jedi Master and the great 
swordsman, but had yet to complete his own training in the Dark Side. Who was less than 
pleased at the idea to take on a pupil. The Count always felt he was never a good teacher. 


“I was never a very effective teacher.” Qui-Gon Jinn had become something of rogue. 
Komari Vosa had become the leader of the cult, the Bando Gora. 


“Perhaps not of Jedi,” Sidious pointed out. For a few of his Padawans had fallen to the 
dark. Perhaps he was more effective than he thought. Though still reluctant, Dooku agreed to 
train the boy. Instructing him in the ways of the lightsaber. 


“He is an animal,” Dooku often remarked. 
That he was. 
Was. 


Sidious sensed Vader was not the animal he used to be. The Senator had changed him, and 
not in the correct way. 


Actually, Vader’s change had begun long before the wedding. A few short years ago when 
he returned to his home planet to save his mother. Only to arrive too late. 


Still, he blamed the Senator. She should have set him straight. She hadn’t. She had only 
furthered the damage. 
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Palpatine shook his head. For the Senator and her family always seemed to turning the 
heads of the men in his life. 


First there was her mother and his own father. 
Now Vader and Amidala. 


Women, Sidious thought. He never understood why men spent so much time and every 
swooning over women. For he wondered how much more his sex might accomplish if they 
spent less time thinking over the opposite sex. 


Even Cosinga had fallen into this trap. 


Perhaps if had spent less time with his string of mistresses and more time in Theed, House 
Palpatine may have been more powerful. Much more wealthier. Perhaps he may have even 
lived awhile longer. 


That was one of the many reasons, Palpatine never had any love or respect for the man. 


As he once told Darth Plagueis, “The reason I don’t respect him is because he’s not half as 
intelligent as he thinks he is. If he could admit to his weaknesses, I could at least pity him.” 


Weeks later, twenty one year old Palpatine quit the Legislative Youth Program, packed up, 
left his homeworld, and began his training under Darth Plagueis. 


Over a decade later, Palpatine retuned to complete his studies. Though now as Darth 
Sidious. Having spent his tiny inheritance, he decided to collect the rest of his family’s 
wealth. 


Sidious could still hear the screams and cries throughout the halls of Convergence. 
Emperor Palpatine closed his eyes. 
Such music to his ears. 


Thinking all members of his family had been erased from the face of the earths, Sidious 
returned to Plagueis after the funerals and messy legal work. Now that he was the sole heir to 
House Palpatine. 


So he thought. 


Years after returned to Naboo as the new Senator of Naboo. On one day in particular, 
Palpatine was walking through Theed markets. It was the quickest route to office at the 
Palace. 


Wandering through the markets, Palpatine sensed something... 
So familiar. 


At first, he thought his father had somehow returned from the dead, but he immediately 
put the thought out of his mind. 


Even Cosinga could not survive decapitation. 


Moments later, he ran into the Naberries. 
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“Ruwee, Jobal, how pleasant to see you,” He remembered greeting them. It had been 
many years since he had seen the pair. They had only been engaged last he seen them. They 
were a few years younger than him. But unlike the string of private schools Palpatine 
attended, both Ruwee and Jobal were products of public education. 


He remembered how uncomfortable they seemed. Like they had something to hide. 

He couldn’t understand why. 

Jobal had their two year old daughter, Sola in her arms. 

Ruwee had the groceries in one arm. His three or four year old daughter’s hand in the... 


Despite having her barely noticeable Force signature, Palpatine knew who the girl was the 
moment he laid eyes on her. 


He had spent many long nights meditating on what do about her. Fearing his title as heir to 
House Palpatine could be in jeopardy. Though from what his intel gathered on Ruwee 
Naberrie, he was more than willingly to claim the girl as his own. His name was written on 
the birth certificate and they had been married at the time of her bith. So Padme was legally 
Ruwee’s child. 


But that didn’t stop Palpatine from worrying or digging. 


According to Theed gossip some sort of brawl occurred between Ruwee and the late 
Cosinga. From what Palpatine had been able to understand during one of Cosinga’s latest 
schemes, he had been visiting House Thule. Trying to convince Jobal’s father to join their 
cabal. The late Jon Thule was well respected in Naboo’s mountain villages. Cosinga had 
probably figured if he could get him to join the rest of the mountain folk would follow. 
Apparently during some of his stays, he and eighteen year old Jobal had slept together. 


It had never been clear to Palpatine if their brief affair was censual. 
According to Ruwee Naberrie, it was anything but. 


“How dare you? You took advantage of her! She’s only eighteen!” Ruwee said according to 
an eye witness. 


Though Ruwee had been close with Jobal ever since she was a child. Perhaps she lied and 
Ruwee was blind to her faults. 


Regardless it wouldn’t have made a difference since the legal consenting age on Naboo 
was twenty one. 


The realization almost made Palpatine wish he had kept Cosinga alive to live through the 
humiliation and scandal of being charged with statutory rape and being branded a sex 
offender. 


Despite never having any love for him or any member of his family. He hated his father 
second most of all. Followed by his mother. Perhaps if she had left him and not made herself 
so submissive to him, he would have respected her. The same went for his siblings as well. 


The one he hated the most was Amidala. 
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Her and her schutta of a mother. After all, she was the one that had produced the final 
living reminder of his father. 


If her very existence wasn’t bad enough, she had to go and kill one of his longtime allies, 
Pestage. 


Though he suspected he was the actual target. He had sensed danger hours before the ship 
took off, thank the Force he had ordered Pestage to go in his place. 


Palpatine’s lip curled in disgust. 
Oh, how he hated everything about her, but he knew he couldn’t kill her. 
Yet. 


While she reminded Palpatine of his father, she was far cleverer. She covered her tracks 
well. There was no evidence that she was behind that explosion, but he knew. He knew she 
was behind it. 


So, she had to be kept under control. 
Hence another reason behind their marriage. 


Truthfully, despite the orders he had given Vader. He had secretly hoped Vader would kill 
her on the wedding night or sometime afterwards. 


Unfortunately that day had not happened, nor would it. 
Vader was too attached. 

Too obsessed with her. 

Yes, Vader had to go. 


Unfortunately someone of Vader’s caliber was not easily replaced. He had considered 
cloning, but the Kaminoans assured him that was impossible. Force sensitive clones were said 
to go insane. 


So Sidious came up with another solution. 
Another reason behind the union of his Supreme Commander and Grand Vizier. 
And his insistency behind Vader and Amidala having a physical relationship. 


If Vader had killed or taken her forcefully, Palpatine may have kept Vader for awhile 
longer. Until the child came of proper age. 


But he hadn’t. He failed the test. 
Again, he was too attached. 
From what his spies had told him, Vader had not laid so much as a finger on the Senator. 


Until recently, through that was probably thanks to the rumors. Which seemed to root back 
to Amidala herself. 


Sidious had the chance he might just thank the schutta before her death. 
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For his do over. 
For this new chance... 
A new Start... 


A new apprentice. 


What do you think? I hope I did Palpatine justice. 


Trivia: A couple of quotes from Darth Plagueis. Also so is some of Palpatine’s 
backstory. Though I slightly changed it. Originally in the novel, Palpatine was 17 when 
he murdered his family and became Plagueis’s pupil. So the timeline’s shifted around a 
bit, but again, this is an AU. 


Schutta means slut in Huttese. 
Coming up: More angst for our couple. 


Please leave a review! 
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45. Mind Probe 


Thank you for the follows, favorites, and reviews. 


This is a reply to guest, cari. I’?d PM you, but since you’re a guest, I can’t. Anyway 
yes, Palpatine is obsessed with his Apprentices. I imagine most Sith were. He had 3 on 
screen. Almost 4 counting if he had turned Luke, unless one wants to count Dark 
Empire. And even if Palpatine did have a kid I doubt he or she would do anything right 
either. Of course, there was Trioculus, but that’s another story. 


** T will just go ahead and warn everyone, there is a lot of angst the next few 
chapters. 


Now onto this chapter, which includes Vader and Clovis. *gulp* 


Chapter Forty Five 

Mind Probe 

The following week, Vader and Padmé talked. 
Tried. 

There was still this... this wall between them. 
Though they both tried. 

As much as they could. 

Or wanted to, Padmé thought. 

“What’s your plan?” She finally asked. 


She had to admit the paparazzi was a brilliant move, but a temporary one. What was the 
long term plan? The real plan? 


At least he better have a plan. Or the Emperor would be the least of his problems. 


Vader paused. Thinking about how to word this then just finally said it. “I am not telling 
you.” 


Just as Padmé was about to explode and say, why the hell not? 


“Not because I don’t trust you.” True, that was part of the reason. “I want to keep this 
information as contained as I can.” Mostly it was because he didn’t know who could be 
listening in on their conversations. There was also the possibility of the Emperor reading her 
mind? It was unlikely. Padmé was very strong, they were harder to read, But Palpatine was 
very powerful. So Vader was taking no chances. 


250 


Padmé hesitantly nodded in agreement. She wasn’t happy about it. Being kept in the dark, 
but reluctantly agreed. 


Besides, after Aventra who knows how many ears and other listening devices could be 


And how Aventra had gotten through the security and went undetected by Vader for days. 
Weeks, possibly longer was beyond Vader. 


And Vader didn’t like it one bit. 
Vader knew he was a little distracted, but not that distracted. 


He wondered if someone— Sidious was clouding his visions as he had the Jedi during 
those final years of the Republic. Could a Sith do that to another? Vader supposed it wasn’t 
impossible. He didn’t know. He needed to meditate on this. 


“There are some things I need to tell you,” Padmé finally said. 

“The Alliance?” She had told him very little since her revelation. 

If Vader hadn’t known any better he’d say she had been bluffing, but he knew better. 
Padmé wondered where to begin. “Yes and no, I...” 

The communications beeped. 

“What is it?” Padmé asked. 

“The Emperor wants me at the Senate.” Vader said almost a sigh. 

“Now?” Padmé groaned. Couldn’t this wait? Besides wasn’t that her job? 

Vader felt the same way. “Probably to frighten them.” 

Maybe Bail and Mon would finally speak to her. Probably not. But it could be fun. 
“Raincheck,” Padmé said with a nod. 


Vader nodded as he went out the door. 


Later... 

This was pointless, Vader intially thought. 

Then it started to get more... interesting. 

Apparently Mon Mothma, Bail Organa, and some of the others were having a meeting. 
While Padmé was out of their loop. 

Pity. 

Such information could have been useful. 

No matter. 


The information Padmé could provide would be useful. 
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Assuming she would ever reveal it. 


Though she was like him, he supposed. Keeping her cards close to the chest. As contained 
as possible, as he said. 


Someone was following him. 

Vader didn’t need to turn around to see who it was. 
Vader was in no mood for this insignificant being. 
He was nothing to him or more importantly to her. 
Not anymore. 

Or so he better not be. 

“Tt would wise for you to turn back, Senator Clovis.” 


But Clovis wasn’t going to hear any of it. This day had bee na long time coming. “You 
may have Padmé under your thumb for now,” He swallowed his fear. “But one day she won’t 
be, she’s far more cleverer than you.” That all of them. 


Surprisingly, instead of finding the Scorpio Senator annoying, Vader found him rather 
amusing. He also understood what else Clovis was saying. “And she will come back to you.” 
Vader wished he could smirk at the Senator. And then laugh. 


Alas Vader couldn’t. 
Someday. 


Vader met the man’s eyes. “That will never happen.” Why would she? ‘She’s moved on to 
someone bigger and better.” Oh, how Vader wanted to smile at the man. How he longed to 
smile at anyone really, but that day would have to wait. “For awhile now, he’s come to enjoy 
my company” Literally. “Are you sure you still want her?” 


Instead of finding Clovis enraged, he smiled? 

“So you say,” Clovis smiled back. 

“What does that mean?” 

Vader locked eyes with the small man as he moved in closer. 


“You...” Clovis just stared at the Dark Lord. He could not believe what he just heard. 
That... that monster laid his hands on his beloved? “You son of a—” His fists now aimed at 
the tall black figure. Clovis didn’t care who he was or how many lives he had already taken. 
He was too full of rage to think of such facts. 


“I'd take great care, Senator... Clovis,” Vader added his name. It didn’t feel right just 
calling him Senator. That was already taken. “I can only imagine the uproar over hitting a 
soon to be father.” Really many beings might cheer, but Vader did not care. 


Vader expected Clovis to get angry again. He waited... 


...and waited. 
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Yet, he didn’t. 
Senator Clovis then for a small, barely noticeably smiled. 


Vader did not like that smile. He felt it would be a waste of time to ask him. Instead, he 
tried a different approach. 


Slowly he began to poke around in his mind. 
He saw... 


He saw what looked to be Senate business. Nothing that Vader saw to be useful. So he dug 
deeper. 


To his memories... 

A man who looked like Clovis only a bit only older. Likely his father. 
“Remember boy, in the end each of us is in this for ourselves.” 
Muuns, naturally the Banking Clan. 

“TI hate the thought of answering to Clovis.” 

Still, nothing. 


Vader supposed politicians were masters of hiding things. Finally he saw what— who he 
was looking for. 


Padmé. 

When they were younger and new to the Senate. 

“Ts this seat taken?” 

Vader sensed that was nothing he wished to know or was truly looking for. 
He searched more recent memories. 

There. 

This was recent. 

The two Senators were together. 

Alone... 

In a place Vader did not recognize. 

In Clovis’ apartment? 

Through his alarm and the respirator, he sniffed the air. 
Alcohol? 

More importantly, a bed? 

Vader froze. 


... WHAT THE HELL WAS THIS? 
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Vader scanned his last thoughts— the ones during their conversation. 

..-monster... 

...for the best... 

...Vader still thinks... 

...he’s the father... 

...for now that’s for the best... 

Vader did not move or even blink for several long moments. 

Clovis didn’t need to be a Force user to know something was wrong. “Lord Va—unhn...” 


Vader physically grabbed Clovis by the throat. 


*Takes a deep breathe* Before we all become Vader and lose our minds. 
Trivia: The quote “I hate the thought of answering to Clovis.” is from TCW episode. 


Coming up: Vader gets his revenge. Also I would estimate this story has maybe 10 
chapters left. Just a rough estimation. It could always change, things get added or cut all 
the time. 


Don’t forget to review please! 
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46. Revenge 


Thanks for the faves, follows, and reviews. 
Don’t worry, the truth will be revealed in this chapter. 


Now, to quote Joker, “And here we... go!” 


Chapter Forty Six 
Revenge 


“Breaking news Coruscant! Senator Rush Clovis has been rushed to the Imperial City 
Medcenter of an apparent suicide attempt.” 


The reporter then went onto to say he apparently hurled himself through a large glass 
window falling several stories, but didn’t die due to due falling through a patio sun shade sail. 
Which helped to break his fall. Though his condition was said to be severe. 


“Like kriffing hell he tried to commit suicide.” Grand Vizier Padmé Amidala mumbled 
under her breathe marched down the Senate Hall. Cody and Rex at her side. 


Suicide was just a quick cover up stroy by Palpatine’s goons. He couldn’t have his attack 
going off and killing Senators. Yet. Someday. 


Nor did she know if it was just anger, her hormones, or all the above. 
Where. The. Hell. Was. He? 

Vader. 

Her husband. 

According to her secretary, Vader was still at the Senate. 

And while it would never be made public, Vader was also the last being to see Clovis. 
Padmé knew Clovis. 

And she knew Vader. 

What had he done? 

She hoped for an explanation. 

A damn good explanation. 

Maybe Clovis... maybe he set Vader off. That was possible. Probable. 
What was he even doing with Clovis? He should have just walked away. 


And Clovis should have known better. Had he been drinking? Again. 
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Padmé shook her head. 


Whatever happened, Padmé would do her best to listen. Give Vader a chance to explain. 
Maybe Clovis set him off. Said something he shouldn’t have. 


She wanted to make this work. 

She briefly touched her still flat stomach. 

They needed to make this work. 

She was now on her way back to her office. That was the only place they hadn’t looked. 
They were nearly at the door when the trio heard noises. 

The noises were made by what sounded like two voices. 

Moaning. 

From two beings. 

Except they weren’t talking. They were... 


Cody and Rex’s eyes widened to the size of shurra. Realizing not only who but what they 
were listening to. 


“Um...” 

“Milady, I...” 

They tried to protest. 

Tried. 

Padmé held up a hand. Silencing them. She needed to see this for herself. 
The pair of Clone Troopers lowered their heads as they stepped back. 

It was Vader. 


He was taking a few steps back from her desk and a pair of legs. While fastening his belt 
and trousers. 


The legs belonged to none of than a woman with dark hair like . Who was sitting on 
Padmé’s desk. 


When Cody and Rex initially saw who the legs belonged to, they became a little confused. 
Looking back at Padmé then back over to a humiliated Sabé. She was hastily pulling down 
the end of her skirt. 


She recognized that voice. 
Sabé. 
“My loyal bodyguard,” as she once stated to Boss Nass and the rest of the Gungans 


More importantly her friend, or she thought. 
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Vader took a few deep breathes in and out of his respirator all while glaring back at her 
with those familiar glowing flaming yellow eyes. 


She hadn’t just caught him. Them. 

No. 

This had been... staged. 

Padmé quickly closed door after realizing this had all been planned. 
By Vader. 

She could see him pulling off something like this, but why? 

And why Sabé? 

“Why?” She said aloud. 


She heard no answer. 


Later... 

Padmé had no idea how long she sat there. 

Finally, the door finally opened. 

To reveal not Vader but Sabé. 

Pity, Padmé was hoping she too would take flying leap out the window. 

“My lady,” Sabé had probably hoped Padmé had gone home or been anywhere else. 
Padmé hand moved like lightning. Right across her face. 

“T don’t want to hear anything. Any lies you say.” 


At the moment, she didn’t care how unladylike it would have been. If she hadn’t been 
pregnant, she would have done more than just slap her. 


The Senate and the public be damned. 


Despite earlier warning, Sabé opened her mouth, “He offered to pay off my mother’s 
medical bills.” She had been fighting bloodburn for most of her life. It had gotten really bad 
the last two years. Landing her in the medcenter four times a year. Credits were already tight 
for her family. So it was offer she couldn’t refuse. 


Anger had not left Padmé’s face. “I don’t care.” Yes, in truth, Padmé could understand. 
She had done something similar when she married Vader, but she was too hurt and furious to 
think of this. Or forgive her. She doubt she ever would. 


It was in that moment, despite everything they had said. Everything they had done to one 
another, Padmé realized how much she loved Vader... 


Or she did. 
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Did she still? 
Could she forgive Vader for this? She could... Maybe. 


Yes, it would cripple her plans and last contact in the Rebellion. Still... Vader was more 
important... or he was. 


She didn’t know what she was going to do. 
Right now, she need Sabé to leave. 

Now. 

“Get out of my sight.” 

Sabé nodded. “Farewell, my lady.” 


“Leave Coruscant.” Padmé ordered. ‘And don’t go back to our home. My home.’ To 
Naboo she meant. “Because if I ever see you again, I’1l kill you.” 


Sabé lowered her head made her way towards the exit. 


Padmé sank into the nearest chair. 


Shortly... 


Padmé didn’t know how long she stood outside, but when she finally mustered up what 
strength she could and went in. Ready or as ready as ever she would be to see Vader. 


And right now, she could barely stomach the sight of him. 
Neither said anything for a long time. 


For a moment, Padmé just stared at the HoloNet. She knew... she knew Rush was 
anything but suicidal. Padmé wanted to scream. And so she did. “What did you—” She didn’t 
know she if was about to ask about Clovis, Sabé, or both. 


Vader screamed even louder, “Who’s child are you carrying? 


“What?” Of all the things, she expected him to say... Actually Padmé thought Vader 
would remain silent. “What the hell are you talking about?” She snapped. 


“Mine or Clovis’s?” Vader demanded. “Answer the question.” 


“What?” Rage flew across Padmé’s face. “What in the name of Shiraya gave you that 
kriffing idea?!” 

Vader saw no point in lying. “I read Clovis’ thoughts. I saw the two of you together. 

“You... read...” Padmé began to laugh. It started out as a smile then a soft chuckle. She 
might have laughed harder, but she was not in the mood. Not after what she just saw. “Oh, 
please! You believe I’m stupid enough to cheat on you?” Or that she was that foolish to get 


pregnant by Clovis while married to Vader? It was an insult to her intelligence. She knew 
him. She knew what he would do to her. 
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Padmé’s laughing quieted down. She figure she better pull it together before Vader lost any 
further patience. “Precisely what did you see when you combed through that tiny mind of 
his?” 


Vader thought back to the bed... the alcohol... “You were drinking in his bed chambers.” 


“Yes,” Padmé said with a sly smile. She moved in closer. Now touching Vader’s chest. 
“And where was the hot, sweaty back breaking sex?” She spoke in a rather sensual tone. 


Vader paused, “There wasn’t?” Though he was still hardly convinced. 


“No,” Padmé explained as calmly as she could. ‘There was... I wanted something from 
him. I kept pouring him a new shot of alcohol. Finally getting what she wanted from him.’ 
She shrugged. “He probably thinks we had sex.” That was the idea. “But to answer your 
question, no. We did not have intercourse.” She briefly ran her fingers across her abdomen. 
“And to answer your earlier question, of course this is your child.” 


“Why didn’t you tell me about this?” And the fact that Clovis believed the child was his 
made Vader realize this must have happened around the time of the child’s conception. 


Padmé did not know... okay, yes, she did know. “Initially I feared how you’d react.” This 
was exactly, perhaps far worse than the reactions she had imagined. “And between everything 
that’s gone all lately, when have I had time? But that’s what I wanted to tell you earlier.” 


It wasn’t like he included her in many of his plans besides impregnating her. 


A part of Vader believed her or wanted to. But he... he couldn’t. Not right now. “I want a 
paternity test,” Vader stated. 


Padmé did her best to maintain her composure. “After screwing that schutta on my desk, 
you want me to...” She just could not believe this. “You’ve got some nerve!” Even if he 
didn’t know through his heart. He had to know through the Force. Padmé was no expert, but 
he could surely sense it. 


“T only screwed around once.” Vader pointed out. “For all I know, you’ve been screwing 
around with Clovis the entire time. For all I know there other...” 


Padmé’s hand flew across his face. Slapping him. 


Vader began to feel his blood boil. He may have even slapped her right back. But he 
remembered that vision he once he had. The vision where she miscarried. 


Instead he just SLAMMED his fists into the wall. Creating a large hole. 


Fuming, Padmé shouted, “Rex! Cody!” Padmé looked at Vader as she said, “Take me to 
Imperial City Medcenter.” One, she needed to know how her last ear into the Rebellion was. 
Also it was a way to get back at her husband. Hence why she had yelled. So Vader could hear 
her. 


And he had. 


Vader turned his gloved hands turned into fists. He might have hit the wall again, but his 
fist already ached from the first blow. 


Further reason for a paternity test, he thought to himself. 
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Within a moment, the droids began to clean up the floor where Vader punched the wall. 
Droids... such reliable things. Trustworthy. Pity the same could not be said for some beings 
or at least one being in particular. 


Vader should have made sure Clovis was dead. He would have done so after had pushed 
him out, but he didn’t want any beings to see him. Between the Senator and his Master, he 
was already in enough trouble. Vader wouldn’t make that mistake again. Instead, he should 
have slit his throat before he shoved him out the window. Maybe he should have used his 
signature Force move. Force choked him to death. But Vader had been too enraged to think 
after he read the man’s mind. He just he needed Clovis gone. 


Forget what his Master and the Senator wanted. True, he’d be punished for disobeying a 
direct order— to not kill any Senators without reason or evidence. Not to mention the Senator 
— Padmé would be just as equally unhappy. While she could not hurl balls of lightning at 
him, she probably would not want to continue their... physical activities for some time. 
Maybe never. But at least she would not go running into his arms. 


Or would she? 

Possibly again. 

Again, he just need Clovis away from him. 
And so he was. 

Right out the window. 


The next he knew there was his wife down the hallway. He was nearly ready to leap down 
the hall and choke the life out of her. Then he quickly realized that despite the similarities she 
was not his wife. 


It was Sabé. 
He knew about her. Her mother had health issues. He spoke a few of these words to her. 
She protested. Clearly wanting to get away from him. 


But when credits talked, “beings listen”, or so his so his Master said. Apparently that was 
something his Master was actually right about. He would have to keep that in mind when he 
became Emperor. 


At first, his wife’s double led him to some private room on the other side of the Rotunda, 
but no, they went to his wife’s office instead. 


That was his idea. 

Though at the moment, Vader was secretly regretting it. 
What if he caused her too much stress? 

What was he doing? The child might not even be his. 
She was a liar. 


She... 
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Deep down, Vader felt she might be telling the truth, but he just didn’t know. What to do. 
What to think. 


For awhile he just stood. Listening to the droids patch up the wall behind him. 


Watching the sunset. 


What do you think? And before any of you ask, yes, Padmé is telling the truth. 


Trivia: Originally, I thought about Vader cheating with Dormé, but considering how 
much Sabé looks like Padmé. It made sense. Also it would seem a complete 180 from 
Dormé’s character. 


Coming up: Can Vader and Padmé make it work? 


Don’t forget to leave a review! 
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47. Silence 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 
Padmé unleashes her inner Palpatine. 


There’s some medical stuff below, so if any of the medical terms are incorrect, just 
remember I’m no doctor. Also, this is fiction. 


Chapter Forty Seven 
Silence 
Several hours later... 


Somewhere deep in the mid levels of the Imperial Medcenter, Senator Rush Clovis was in 
the Intensive Care Unit. 


Rush Clovis tried to go to sleep, but the medical droids would not allow him to go to sleep 
just yet. 


For now they were monitoring him for further brain damage. Numerous wires and tubes 
were hooked up to his bruised and broken body. Including the breathing machine, which he 
breathed in and out of his nose. Which was the only way he getting oxygen due to his 
collapsed right lung. 


As for the pain, for now, Clovis had to settle on the button between his fingers. He could 
press it whenever he felt pain, but only so much at a time. 


“T’m glad you’re safe,” Padmé said through her concerned face. Though it was only semi 
concerned. She was still too upset, distracted by what just happened to put up her full mask. 


Not that Rush seemed to notice. 

She then placed a hand on his chest. 

Clovis smiled. 

Then removed the wires and other devices attached to his heart. 

Clovis thought that was somewhat odd, but mayhe she just wanted to feel his heartbeat. 
He took her fingers into his hand. 

Though she seemed... hesitant. 

Cold. 


“They should be sending me to surgery and bacta tank soon,” He said with a smile. Tried. 
His face was entirely bruised. Cut though he had temporary stitches put in until the bacta tank 
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was ready. 
Padmé said nothing. She just stood there. 
Thinking. 
About him. About everything that happened. 
Studying him. 
“After that,” Clovis went on to say. “Who knows, physical therapy I suppose.” 


While she hid it, Padmé was disappointed but not surprised. “How long will that take?” 
Weeks? Months? 


“T don’t... I don’t know. Several weeks at least.” Probably longer. 
In other words, he was completely useless to her now. 
So really, what point was there in letting him continue to believe this lie. 


Padmé supposed she had never planned for Clovis to think he was the father. Actually, she 
had hardly spoken to him since that night. Now she thought about it, he had kept trying to, but 
she kept her distance. Now she knew why. 


Had she known... 


This... this had caused more than enough damage. He also just potentially destroyed her 
marriage. 


Clovis had been the tipping point. The fatal point for her and Vader? Maybe, she honestly 
did not know right now. Only time would tell, possibly things could work out. Maybe... but 
Padmé would be lying to herself if she didn’t think that Clovis hadn’t don a significant 
amount of damage. And that she wasn’t certain she could ever trust Vader again. 


She pulled her hand back. 
“You useless fool!” Padmé’s voice grew cold. Dark. 
At that point she quietly put something between her fingers. 


Before Rush Clovis could utter a word, Padmé went on, “As I just told my husband you 
think I’m that stupid? That I would sleep with two men while married to another.” One of 
whom was a Sith Lord. It was like they didn’t know her at all. 


Padmé knew better and she knew her husband. 
Vader would never forgive her. Plus he would surely kill her for such a betrayal. 
Besides between the two, Vader made a better partner and father to her heir. 


Vader would protect her from their enemies. Also, he was Force sensitive and could 
potentially pass such gifts along to their children. 


“Of course this is Vader’s child.” Padmé wasn’t certain she could ever imagine have 
anyone else’s. “Our heir.” The heir to the Empire. 


“Wh— But—” Clovis tried to speak, but his mind had barely processed what he just heard. 


263 


Also, he suddenly felt extremely... tired. 


As intoxicated as Clovis was that night, she doubted he could have even performed. 
Slurring every word. After awhile, she could barely understand him. Finally she got up and 
left. 


“Wake up, Clovis. Don’t you see? You’ve been nothing more than a pawn in my ascension 
to the Throne.” Her Throne. 


“T know...” 
Padmé raised a brow. “You know?” How much could he possibly know? 


“T k—know... you d-desire power. That... that you plan to seize control the moment P- 
Palpatine died...” 


Padmé was somewhat impressed. She then slid the thing between her fingers under his 
arm. 


“But I thought...” Rush tried to say. “I thought...” 


Padmé shook her head. “You thought what? That I would share the Throne, my Throne, 
With you?” Padmé began to laugh. The idea was ludicrous. She paused. Well... truthfully not 
entirely. Clovis would have access to the Muuns, in other words the banks and all of the 
Galaxy’s credits. 


What was it Palpatine once said, “When credits talked beings listened.” Something to that 
effect. 


His homeworld also had a decent sized military, but between him and her Sith Lord 
husband, there was no contest. 


“While I have little desire to share the Throne, there is only one man I will share the 
Throne, with my husband. Vader.” While they had their ups and downs, and Padmé certainly 
had not counted on the idea of a pregnancy, they were well on their way. And then Clovis 
ruined it. Literally destroyed everything. All with a few thoughts in his head. 


Yes, Vader, Sabé, and even Padmé herself played a role in this. 

But for now, he anger was focused on the man in front of her. 

Now where was she? 

Ah, yes. 

“T suppose you may be wondering: when did she begin to change?” 


“The truth is that I haven’t changed. Never once did I have any intention of sharing power 
with you. I needed to learn from you and the Rebel Alliance; no more, no less. To learn all of 
your secrets, which I trusted you would eventually reveal. But what made you think that I 
would need you after that?” Love? Sentiment? “Loyalty perhaps? Your sense of self- 
importance?” Or that she would keep him on as her mistress—well, mastress? Or that he 
might even sit on the thrown with her? 


Oh, the fool. 
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“You’ve been nothing more than a pawn in a game played by a genuine politician. A 
former Queen, Senator, and future Empress of the Galactic Empire.” 


She smiled. 


“Think back,” She assumed he still had the capacity to. “Again, the only reason I took you 
back a few years ago was to get inside the Rebel Alliance.” In her opinion, it was of her finest 
performances. The makeup. Her mask. Even the jewelry perfectly matched the dress and 
gown she wore. Everything was just spot on. 


Perfect. 


She was pressing down on his fingers, which were pressing on the button. While Padmé 
was no doctor she understood this would make him sleepy. Too much painkiller was well, 
killer. 


That and the fact that his breathing tube was being smashed under his arm. 
Between these two, he may possibly never wake up. 

“Are you still with me, Clovis?” 

Yes, he was. Though, barley. 

Taking brief gasps of air. 


“A few final thoughts then. Back at my wedding, I warned you stay away.” Knowing he 
would cause trouble. ‘And yet that also turned out for the best, for even after all you informed 
me, I might not have known about Bail and Mon’s plans for me. But now that we’re here,’ 
And he was here. “I have Vader now and I have no further need of you.” She now had enough 
information and in time, they would be dealt with. “If it’s any consolation, I am being honest 
when I say that I could not have done it without you. Now rest easy in your grave. In the end, 
I will be proclaimed Empress.” 


Clovis tried to take a few more gasps of air. 
Then Rush Clovis died. 


She then made her his heart monitor was disconnected. Her narrowed eyes glanced over at 
the door. So the medical droids wouldn’t find him right away. Giving her time to get away 
and an alibi. 


She then listened to the silence. 


And quickly and calmly, Lady Vader exited the room. 


Later that night... 

Padmé stared up at the starless sky of Coruscant. 
Thinking. 

About Sabé. 
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And of course, about Clovis. 
Had she really just done that? 


She knew she shouldn’t feel guilty. So one would miss Clovis and he had caused plenty of 
damage. 


Still, she couldn’t help but feel guilty. 
Soon, Dormé walk out on balcony. She knew her lady had—to say the least, an awful day. 
She knew wasn’t upset about Clovis. 


Dormé had just watched the nightly HoloNet News. She didn’t exactly know her lady’s 
plans, but Clovis was little more than a tool. She also knew that Vader had likely pushed 
Clovis out the window. What she didn’t know if Padmé had helped him at the medcenter and 
Dormé wasn’t certain if she wanted to. 


Sabé messaged her. Telling her to an eye on her. That something had occurred that day. 


Dormé didn’t exactly know what happened and she wasn’t sure she wasn’t to know. She 
nearly asked Rex and Cody, but they already seemed pretty uncomfortable. 


“My lady, may I bring you something?” Dormé did her best to think of something she 
might enjoy. “Tea? Are you hungry?” Thought that was probably a foolish question. Since she 
was still in the early stages of her pregnancy and naturally suffering from morning sickness. 


Silence. 


Dormé took that as her sign to leave. She then lowered her head. “I apologize for 
disturbing you.” 


But before Dormé could take another step back inside. 
“Stay.” Padmé did her best to fight back the tears. 
And Dormé did. 

She went to her lady’s side. 


Padmé didn’t look at her. Just at the Coruscanti sky. Trying to imagine the stars. Especially 
the ones out at the Lake Country. “Never betray me.” 


Dormé wrapped an arm her. “Never.” 


Later... 

Vader had finally returned from the Palace. His meeting with the Emperor. 
With his left hand, Vader clutched his right arm. 

Pain shooting through his right arm. 


Worse actually, but Vader was doing his best to not think about what unfolded in the end. 


266 


His Master was unhappy to say the least. 


Palpatine had gone on for an hour or so about how he had to use several bribes and favors 
to cover up the Clovis ordeal. Also, to make sure all security cams were wiped and beings 
were paid and silenced. 


Bribes and favors that were now spent. 
Which was what Palpatine was really angry over. He could have cared less about Clovis. 
Who did really? His homeworld perhaps. 


Anyway, he was mostly angry over the fact that he could have used those bribes and favors 
for another time. Other needs. 


Though Palpatine did care about Vader violating an order. To not harm any Senators and 
other politicians. 


Vader could have cared less. He was sure his Master and his spies had plenty of dirt of 
every being on Coruscant and the rest of the Core, and beyond. 


He rather would have gone to his private meditation chambers and locked the door, but he 
felt that he and the Senator should face each other. Talk. 


Vader continued to hold his right arm. 


Then again, what was there to say? 


Shortly... 

Looking out at the starless skies of Coruscant. 
The two women dind’t even need to turn around. 
“Vader,” Padmé said in a rather cold voice. 
“Senator,” Vader said in an equally cold voice. 
Not Padmé. 

“Vader,” Padmé finally addressed her husband. 
“Leave us.” 

Dormé tried to hide her alarm. “My lady, are you sure?” 
“Go.” Padmé commanded. 

After hesitantly bowing, Dormé left. 


“T just saw the HoloNet.” Vader breathed in and out a few times. His left crossed over his 
chest. Holding his upper right arm. “Clovis is dead,” He may have even repeated himself. He 
didn’t know. He still didn’t believe it. Was this some sort of trick? A vision from the Force 
perhaps? Did she fake Clovis’s death? Sending him off to some secret Rebel hideout? 
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“Is he?” Padmé tried to hide her smile. “Hm, too bad.” 
Vader didn’t know whether to be surprised, angry, relieved, 
He was still too stunned to say anything. 

“T take it you just saw Palpatine.” 


Now Vader finally spoke. “Forget the Emperor.” They had more important things to 
discuss. He did his best not to wince from the growing pain. 


“You alright?” 

“I’m fine,” Vader did his best to insist. Stepping back. 
“You can’t face the Emperor if you’re hurt.” Or worse. 
“Like you care,” Vader snipped back. 


Padmé almost said I do care, but decided against it. She wasn’t ready to discuss feelings 
with Vader. Certainly not after today’s earlier events. “Why didn’t you just... come and speak 
with me?” 


“T thought you cheated. Lied.” Really he still wasn’t completely convinced she hadn’t. He 
didn’t handle betrayal well. 


Neither did she. 
“T felt you would just lie some more.” 


“T’m a politician.” It was in her nature. “Would you love me any less if I wasn’t? Would 
have cheated on me? With a being who looks—” 


“I do NOT love you,” Vader growled. 

Was it possible for a being to love someone as much as he hated her? 
Maybe. 

“You are so... vain. Selfish. What made you this way?” 
No one had ever called Padme vain. 

Selfish, yes. 

She had heard others call her an “ice queen”. 

She supposed she could be selfish. Vain, yes, probably so. 
As for what “made her this way”? 

Many things. 

Life. 

Genetics. 


Mostly she felt it was that fateful day at Varykino. 
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And the being responsible for it. 


“Palpatine,” Padmé finally said. She thought he of all beings would understand that. ‘He’s 
taken everything from me.’ Everything. “My dignity. My freedom. And I could have just laid 
down and died.” Retired. Left the public eye like some—some coward. “But no! I stood up 
and I took back my life back. And now here I am, sitting in one of most powerful seats in the 
Galaxy.” With him by her side. So she hoped. “I’m like this because I can be. Because I 
choose to be. I’m selfish because for a time in my life I lost that power.” It was worst feeling 
in the world. Padmé never felt so low. “And I don’t ever want to feel that way again.” Ever. 
“Also, I simply want to take everything from him.” As he did to her. 


“T’ve never been free from Palpatine.” From anyone really. ‘I’ve been a slave my entire 
life. And while he had only been in the Sith’s care since he was nine. “You’ve certainly had 
more freedom than I have.’ She had the public eye to protect her.” He’s ordered every 
decision. Every turn of my entire life.” Since he was ten years old. Where he was supposed to 
go. What he was supposed to do and when he was supposed to do it. When he could finally 
have his bad lung replaced. 


“At least you have the power to kill him!” Padmé argued. Besides, it wasn’t like this 
power was anything new. Padmé was no expert, but he probably had been powerful enough 
for at least a few years now. 


“So do you.” Vader pointed out. “You tried. When you blew up Pestage and the others.” If 
she hadn’t they may not be in this mess right now. 


Also she just killed Clovis. Which Vader still didn’t believe. He would have to check the 
body. Just to be sure. 


Padmé supposed she shouldn’t be surprised he figured that out. 


“Tried.” Padmé said. ‘And horribly, horribly failed.’ She preferred not took back on that 
day. Between failing to kill Palpatine and being married off to Vader. Things didn’t go so 
well. “So why haven’t you?” 


“T told you I’m waiting for the right—” 


“There’s never going to be a right time.” Padmé pointed out. “You’re afraid! You’re afraid 
to kill him, Anakin!” 


“What did you say?” Had she really just said... Had he warned her not to use that name. 
Vader felt his blood boil... yet dizzy at the same time. 


“You are afraid, Anakin!” Vader wasn’t afraid of anything. He needed to face his fears. 
Like she had, when she came to Coruscant all those years ago. 


“Don’t call me that!” Vader said. Doing his best to hide his dizziness. 
“Then look me in the eyes and say, I am not afraid.” 


Padmé understood this. It took everything she had to Coruscant when she first accepted the 
position of Naboo’s Senator. To get off her ship that first time. She made it through the first 
day. Later that night, she remembered going into her new apartment and vomiting in the 
fresher. 
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“No!” Vader yelled. He was just... He needed to... “I don’t... I...” Vader’s eyes lids slid 
shut. He... 


With a thud, Vader fell to his knees. 


“Vader?” For almost a second, Padmé almost thought this was a joke, but no. This was 
real. ‘Vader?’ She tried to wake him up. “What’s wrong?” 


Padmé reached out. Trying to pull him up. She touched his right shoulder then his arm. 
His arm... 

Padmé’s eyes enlarged to the size of shuura. 

It ended... just past the elbow and then nothing. 

Nothing but a cauterized wound. 

His hand... half his arm was completely gone. 


“DORME!” Padmé screamed. “Get the medical droids! Get help!” 


What do you think? I would have posted this sooner, but I had a hard time with 
Padmé’s scene with Clovis. Also, then I was like, “wait, Palpatine won’t be happy with 
Vader for what he did to Clovis and everything else.” Also, originally I was going to 
have Vader lose an arm later, but here it seems appropriate. 


Trivia: A few pieces of the dialogue stem to Darth Plagueis and Scandal. 
Coming up: Twins. Later on, there will be a time jump. 


** Sequels: I’m not going to do a long story like this one, but I’m thinking I’ll post 
some short stories. Maybe oneshots to like 4 chapter stories. Something along those 
lines. I have two titles in mind, I’d reveal but I feel their a tad spoilery, so I’ll wait. 


Anyway, I don’t know if I’ll ever do a story as long as this again, or at least, not for a 
long time. I mean yes, there will be Renaissance, but I don’t think it’s going to be nearly 
this long. 


And don’t forget to leave a review please. 
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48. Twins and the Truth 


Thanks for the favorites, follows, and reviews! 


Judging by the title, I think we all know what Vader and Padmé discover in this 
chapter. 


A couple of reminders, there’s some medical content in here. So if some it is incorrect, 
just remember I’m no doctor. Also this takes place in a Galaxy Far, Far Away. 


** Also, just a reminder, this story is rated T for Teen. ** 


Chapter Forty Eight 
Twins and the Truth 
A few days later... 


The med droids kept him sedated for a few days. Allowing him to build up his strength. It 
also gave them them plenty of time to do the surgery. 


A few hours ago, Vader had finally woken up. 

The drugs were finally wearing off. 

He threw the blanket to the side. Curling up into a ball. Laying there in just his boxers. 
Vader hated this. It made him feel weak. 

Useless. 

Vader could not afford to be weak. Especially not now. He knew that. 
But... he couldn’t help but feel weak. 

Low. 

He momentarily raised his head from the comfort of his pillow. 
Footsteps. 

Belonging to none other than his wife. 


The past few days, Padmé visited him as much as she could. Even speaking to him to 
sometimes. 


She even said some things she wished she hadn’t. 
Yes, they were true. 


Wonderful things. 
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“...I love you...” 


But the timing was not wonderful. Despite saying such things, she was still pretty angry 
with him. 


Maybe someday, but not right now. 


As soon as he began to regain consciousness, she went down to the kitchenettes. Trying to 
find something he would like, but that was easier said than done. 


Vader rarely ate or drank anything. 

Except for one thing 

“T brought you wine,” Padmé set the tray down on the nearby table. 
After all, he “cheated” every now and then as he said. 


Vader said nothing. Nor did he move. He just stared up at the ceiling. Which was all he 
had done since he woke up. 


She brought a three different brands. She wasn’t sure which one he would want or like. 
Though if she had to guess he would choose the strong Corellian wine. He probably neeeded 
after the last few days. Though after a few days perhaps he would go with the sweeter 
Alderaan brand. 


She also brought two glasses and a bottle of tea for her. 
“Are you hungry?” 


Vader said nothing. He didn’t even move or look at her. He now stared at the wall on his 
left. 


Padmé exhaled, “Can I bring you anything?” 
“No,” He finally said in a low voice. “But thank you. Please go.” 


Padmé pulled up a chair, “I’m not going anywhere.” She studied him. “Talk me. Yell at 
me. Something.” 


Vader thought about it. A part of him maybe wanted to, but he didn’t feel like it. He was 
still lost somewhere in the rut of his self pity. “...I’m becoming more machine now than 
man.” 


Why? 

Why him? 

Was it not enough to lose his legs? Why was the Force doing this to him? 
To have much his body burned? Now to lose three out of four of his limbs. 
Padmé sat there for a moment. Then leaned over. 

Vader couldn’t figure out what she was doing. 


Padmé placed her head, her ear to be precise against his chest. Listening to his heartbeat. 
Then raised her head back up to look at him. 


aie 


“According to Nubian legend, monsters don’t have hearts. You’re still human.” She 
smiled. 


Vader looked away. Knowing what she was trying to do. It wasn’t going to work. 


“Look... I’m not going to pretend to understand what you’re going through.” Yes, she had 
plenty of her own scars, but had certainly never lost a limb or limbs. “...but you’re alive.” 
And for that she was very grateful for. 


Besides, it wasn’t like thousands of years ago. Today’s technologies could create near 
identical limbs and even internal organs. Far better than the mechanical one Vader presently 
wore, but perhaps that better suited his purposes? Padmé wasn’t really sure. She was no 
doctor. Also, she wasn’t sure that would make him feel better. 


For now Padmé needed, they needed him out of this bed. 


“And in time you will have your revenge. But you can’t have it lying in this bed, feeling 
sorry for yourself.” 


Vader finally lifted the heavy monstrosity up. Then tried to flex the fingers. 
Again, tried. 
There was no way he was going to able to fight Palpatine anytime soon. 


Of course, Vader hadn’t exactly listened or done any of the hand exercises the droids had 
encouraged. He had only ordered them out of his sight. 


Padmé tried to remain positive. “There are many ways you can use it to your advantage.” 
Strength. 


Beings who had mechanical limbs were said to have more strength. 
Even sympathy. 


No being would be able to look at him and doubt his commitment, his sacrifices for the 
Empire. Yes, there was his legs, but that wasn’t well-known, also Vader was rather private 
when it came to his legs. Not to mention the cruelty he suffered at the hands of Palpatine. 
Literally in fact. 


“T’m sure in time, you’II get used to it.” She was sure he had done withe same with his legs 
years ago or how ever long ago he lost them. He never exactly said. 


Finally, Vader spoke, “And I’m sure... in time you’ll think differently.” Assuming they 
ever shared a bed again. 


Ah, was that what was bothering him? Well, one of the many things on his mind. “You and 
I both know your legs and arm are not the reason I do want to share your bed.” 


It was because of she who would not be named. 
Also they needed to work on them. 
Their relationship. 


And perhaps most importantly, trust. 
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Padmé paused, thinking of how to handle this. “Have I ever once complained about your 
legs?” 


No. 
Never. 
Vader still didn’t seem entirely convinced. 


“T don’t care if you have mechanical arms, legs, chest, neck. Hell, a whole body.” Though 
she wouldn’t lie, she would prefer if he didn’t lose of any of those said things. But if he did, 
he did. They would figure it out. 


Padmé paused for a moment. For a brief moment she thought of climbing on top of him. 
Showing him that she didn’t care about his arm. 


But that wasn’t a good idea. Not with what happened with her. 
Padmé wasn’t ready. 
They weren’t ready. 


Plus between the morming sickness and sore breasts, she didn’t exactly care to have sex in 
any case. 


Still... 

Padmé began to smile. 

She was sure there were... other ways she could show him. 

Vader noticed her smile. He wasn’t sure if he liked or disliked the smile. 
“Of course,” Padmé’s hand began to brush his inner thigh. 

Vader raised a brow. Noticing her tone. What was she... 


Padmé’s hand then slowly began to slide up his thigh. “There are certain organic parts of 
you I would dearly miss.” And finally her hand stopped. 


Eyes widened, Vader did his best to remain in control. 


Finally, Vader couldn’t take it anymore. With his flesh hand, he moved her hand away. 
Away from... there. “I think that’s enough.” He said firmly somewhat firmly but friendly. In a 
playful, Vader way. 


Or he might not remain in control. 


“You’re not entirely wrong. I am afraid of what will happen after Palpatine dies.” The 
unknown he supposed. Could he do it? Could it run an Empire? Could he stop all the chaos 
that surely erupt after Palpatine died? All the pretenders that would try to take the Throne for 
themselves. 


But mostly he was afraid of failure. Dying? No, he wasn’t afraid of dying. 
Yes, the possibility of failure was what scared him the most. 


Failure that he would not be able to kill Palpatine. That he would get the better of him. 
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Perhaps he should have done it weeks ago. At least then he would have stood a chance. 
It would be months before he was decent enough shape. 
“Me too,” Padmé said softly. Pulling Vader away from his thoughts. 


“While I’m ready to be rid of him at the same time I fear the unknown. And like many 
beings, I hate change. Like my changing body.” Her abdomen was firmer. It wasn’t noticeable 
when she wore a larger blouse, but without her clothes, it was becoming noticeable. As were 
her breasts. They were bigger and rather sore. 


Speaking of her breasts, Vader had been staring at them. 
“They’re bigger!” Vader said more loudly than he meant to. 
Padmé tried, but couldn’t help but laugh. That was so male of him. 


And perhaps he was finally starting to feel better. 


A few days later... 


Sitting up not in a bed, but at a dining room table, Vader flexed his fingers. Doing the 
exercises the droids ordered him to do. He would throw and toss around some small hand 
held exercise balls. 


They were nearly the size of shuura. Fitting perfectly in his hand. 


Without letting him know, Padmé then threw another ball at him. She did this every now 
and then. Which Vader knew. The only rules were that he had to catch it with his right hand. 
Not his left and not with the Force. 


Vader caught it with his right hand. 


Then using the Force, he levitated them in the air. Spinning them around and around. Until 
finally they slowed and eased back down into the palms of his hands. 


The Force wasn’t really that big of a deal. 


“Very good.” Padmé ran her fingers over the prosthetic information holos. Then she raised 
her head. “Can I ask you something?” 


Vader said nothing except for a brief nod. 


“Why... why are your hands and your legs...” She was trying to consider her words 
carefully. “I mean today’s technologies we have better prosthetics.” She was sure Vader knew 
this. 


“Palpatine gives me these monstrosities. To slow me down or whatever his reasons may 
be.” 


Padmé raised a brow. Really? And again, “Why?” Vader being at his best would help keep 
her safer. Them safer. 


“To make sure I don’t become too powerful.” 
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In other words, Palpatine feared him. Feared him becoming too powerful. 
“T see.” Padmé said without emotion. 

Actually for a moment, it was almost funny. Palpatine did fear something. 
“Will Palpatine provide me— us with said care?” 

Vader paused. 

Would he? 


“...1 don’t know,” Vader truthfully answered, “But I don’t think so.” He would not want 
anything to happen to his future Apprentice. 


Would he? 


A few weeks later... 

Padmé sighed as she looked in the mirror. 

It was becoming more and more real. 

Today they were possibly going to find out the gender of the baby. 
Dormé offered go with her. Them. 


Since Vader was supposedly going to the appointment as well and well, Padmé had no idea 
how this was going to go. Yes, they had getting along fine for the past few days. Almost a 
week, really. The problem was that the paternity of the baby was probably going to come up. 
Which was going to probably create tension. 


Padmé turned her down. Insisting that they would be fine. She would fine. 
“Senator.” 

Padmé said nothing except give him the glare. 

Not off to a good start. 

Maybe she should have accepted Dormé’s offer after all. 


They were starting to enter the second trimester. They were also supposed to hear the 
heartbeat today. 


The medical droids greeted them. 


Padmé laid back on the table. Arms crossed. Only half listening to whatever the medical 
droids were babbling about as they prepared for the ultrasound. 


Then a sound. 
Now Padmé was listening. 


Beep. 


276 


...a heartbeat. 
Beep. 

A heartbeat! 
Followed an echo? 


Though Vader and Padmé paid no attention to the echo. Thinking it was only that. 
Focusing on the holo floating to the left. 


For a moment, two of the Emdees studied the holo. 
Vader and Padme looked at one another. 
Quickly realizing what it was. 


Then the Emdee explained. 


For several moments, Padmé had not moved or said anything. Not since the Emdee said, 
“Congratulations, Lord and Lady Vader, you are expecting two babies.” 


Two? 
Twins? 


Padmé had barely wrapped her mind around the idea of one tiny being in her body, but 
two? 


“Are you certain?” Vader supposed he shouldn’t be surprised by this information. For he 
had seen twins, a boy and a girl in his visions. But like his wife, he had barely wrapped his 
mind around the idea of one child. 


Not to mention his mind had been preoccupied lately with his arm. 
“Yes, Lord and Lady Vader. One can even hear the tiny heartbeats.” 
There was a heartbeat... followed by an echo. 


Then Vader finally got to his question, “Emdee, is there anyway to determine the 
children’s paternity?” 


Padmé’s glare had then returned. 

Though Vader paid her glare little attention. 

“Yes, there is a way my lord and lady. A procedure called an Amniocentesis.” 
“An Amniocentesis?” Padmé raised a brow. 


The Emdee began to explain that an Amniocentesis was a medical procedure used in 
prenatal diagnosis of chromosomal abnormalities and fetal infections. It could also be used 
for sex determination in which a small amount of amniotic fluid, which contains fetal tissues 
is sampled from the amniotic sac surrounding a developing fetus, and the fetal DNA is 
examined for genetic abnormalities. “Or in this case paternity,” The Emdee concluded. 
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“That sounds dangerous,” Said a hesitant Padmé. 


“The risks are minimal,” The Emdee assured her. He then showed a holo chart through his 
projector eye. The odds of something going wrong were around one in one thousand. 


Vader paused, then said, “Let’s do it.” He sensed no danger. He also sensed that they 
should do this. 


After several long moments Padmé finally said, “Very well,” She said through her teeth. 
She didn’t care. She just wanted to get this over and move on. 


And get away from Vader. 
She hardly stand to look at him. 


Right now, when she saw him. All she saw was her. 


The following evening... 

It sounded like blaster fire. 
Bang! 

Pop! 

Bang! 

Somewhat. 

Working up a sweat, Vader swung his arms again. 
Hitting the punching bag. 
And again. 

And again. 

Sweat poured down his body. 
He was getting used to it. 


If had known it worked this well, he might have had Palpatine cut off the other one as 
well. Not really, but he was certainly getting used to it. His new hand was stronger or would 
be. 


Bang! 
For now, he was testing his limits. The new hand. 
Pretending the bag was Palpatine’s face. 


Yes, he wasn’t going to punch Palpatine to death. Unless he had to. He preferred to choke 
him to death with Force or cut him to pieces with his lightsaber. 


If he wasn’t wearing his respirator, he would have grinned. 
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“The results, Lord Vader.” 

Vader eyed the evelope now placed between his fingers. “Thank you, Emdee.” 
The droid lowered his floating bod. “Of course, Lord Vader.” Then left. 

Vader stared at the envelope. 

Well... 

This was it. 

Time to open it. 

Before he opens the document in its holo envelope, Vader tears up the document. 
Vader tore it straight down the middle and those halves in repeated. 

Then he tossed the pieces into the shedder. 

He didn’t need it. 

He knew the truth. 

Behind the doorway, Padmé just stood there in surprise, but smiling. 


Smiling with a hint of hope. 


What do you think? 


Trivia: Amniocentesis is a real thing our world. I have no idea if it exists in the GFFA. 


Next, inspiration for Vader punching the bag came from Daredevil. Lastly, Anakin once 
had a similar thought about having his other hand cut off in the novel, Labyrinth of Evil. 
Though I wonder if he felt the same way after Mustafar? 


Coming up: Time jump. 


As for those you asking about Sabé returning and Vader having multiple affairs. She 


isn’t. He isn’t. So quit asking me and grow up already. 


Review please! 
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49. Nine Months 


Thank you for the follows, favorites, and reviews everyone. 
Also, thank you for your patience. Sorry it’s taken me so long. 


There will be time jumps throughout this chapter. Over the next nine months well 
more like five months, but you get what I’m saying. 


Chapter Forty Nine 

Nine Months 

Weeks later... 

Like a caged animal, Darth Vader paced around the Palace. 


Yes, he was free to leave the Palace anytime he wished. Nor was he depressed like he was 
when first woke from surgery. 


But... he was trapped. 
Stuck in this rut. 
This feeling that he was still... not his normal self. 


For endless hours, Vader practiced each of the seven forms. Especially form five, where a 
stylist followed with an attack of their own, bringing the Force of the opponent’s own blow 
against them and seeking to dominate the duel. Especially by using his own brute strength to 
overwhelm his opponents and lunging at them. 


He trained against his droids. 

Training droids fired upon their foreign target of flesh. 
Pew! Pew! Pew! Pew! 

A moment later, the droids swiveled their necks around... 
Bang! Bang! 


The headless droids fell to the floor as Vader lowered his blade from his diagonal 
defensive pose. 


Finally, Vader meditated. 


From her bed, Padmé curiously watched as he floated mid air. Eyes closed. Legs crossed. 
Deep in his meditation. 


But he still felt... like he was missing something. 
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“What is it?” Padmé asked. Several times. 


At first, Vader ignored her. Not wanting to trouble her or really, to confront his own 
weakness. Finally, Vader answered, “I feel like I lost my edge.” It would help if Palpatine sent 
him out on missions. To help him regain his... his edge as he said. Maybe even his 
confidence. 


But Palpatine hadn’t. Wouldn’t. 
“There are no matters for you to attend to, Lord Vader.” 
According to his sources, there were more than plenty of matters Vader could attend to. 


Such as the possible Rebel attacks on a TIE Fighter Construction Facility in orbit over Nar 
Shaddaa. 


Even simply visiting Tarkin and builders at the secret, undisclosed location. 


But no, to keep him weak, to rub salt in his wounds, and possibly just to show him that he 
could, Palpatine was benching him. Sending his spies, Inquisitors, and other lackeys in his 
place. And how Vader prayed to the Dark Side the miserable little lap dogs failed. Miserably 
failed. 


Vader shook his head. 


While he was better, Vader was not where he was. Where he should be. Most importantly, 
he was not at the level he could defeat Palpatine. 


Not even close. 
And that day was growing near. 


Vader suspected it would finally happen around the birth of the children. Quite possibly, on 
that very day. 


He needed practice. Time. 

To buy time. 

During his meditations, he had an idea. 

But it would only buy so much time. Eventually his hour glass would run out of sand. 
He supposed it might be worth it. 

Maybe... 

He sighed. 

At this rate, he was doomed. 

Oh, how he wished Aventra was still around. 

At least, then he would have someone to duel against. 


Yes, there were his droids, but he needed something— someone new to test himself 
against. He practically had the programs memorized. Again he needed something new. 


281 


One afternoons, during one of his meditations, a droid interrupted him. Not a practice 
droid of any sort but C-3PO. And Vader had pretty good idea why, well who had sent him. 


“T’m meditating,” Vader growled. 


“Oh, yes, my lord and I do apologize. But Lady Vader said that she knew that as well, but 
she still insists.” 


Vader opened his eyes. Still growling. 
This had better be good. 


A few moments later... 

She had summoned him. 

He should be angrier. He was earlier, now... 

Right now it was like he didn’t even care. 

He was truly off his game. 

Normally Vader would have hated this, but today he was not sure he even cared. 
There were five women in the sitting area. 

One of them of his wife. The other was her handmaiden, Dormé. 

Then there were three unfamiliar women. 

Vader stopped. “What’s this?” 

Padmé wasn’t sure how to answer this. Did their presence not speak volumes? 
That these women were more specifically, handmaidens. 

Two, no, three of them. 


Actually no, two of them were handmaidens. The other... one of them was... Vader wasn’t 
sure what she was. A bodyguard? Did she lack that much faith in him? Her security team? 


The first thought did not help his mood. 


“You know how I hate having beings in my Palace.” This had better be good. Or else he 
might... let them go. Much like he had that one Imperial aboard the Executor. 


“T know.” It wasn’t like Padmé hadn’t expected this reaction. She had foreseen weeks 
earlier when she had this epiphany, then finally summoning her colleagues. “But we’re 
having twins. I’m going to need help. We’re going to need help.” Padmé still wasn’t 
completely keen on the idea herself. Especially after Sabé, but she and Dormé needed help. 


Words lodged in Vader’s throat. He was going to say— yell something back. 
But what? 


Besides, she kinda had a point. 
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What did he know about babies? 
Little. 


Neither did Padmé and if things turned out the way they wanted, they would both be very 
busy. 


Both of these handmaidens had worked in day care. They also had several nieces and 
nephews. Though for security purposes they were forbidden from telling her. She was even 
forbidden from learning their surnames. Though Padmé had secretly learned each of their 
names on her own. In case, she ever needed to use such information against them. 


Again, what did she know about babies? 
Absolutely nothing. 


“fine,” He said in a very low, very unhappy voice. “But they are to follow the same 
guidelines as Dormé.” He then locked eyes with both women. “Or else.” 


Also he would thoroughly investigate their backgrounds. He did not care what kind of 
oaths of fealty they swore. 


“Yes, my lord.” Both Moteé and Ellé answered simultaneously. 


The two women thought for sure the next threat would again come from Vader’s mouth... 
well, respirator. Whatever the contraption was. 


But... no. It was Padmé. 


Neither knew if that she surprise them or not. She had... issued warning before. Though 
this was a new one. 


“Oh,” Padmé’s brown eye met theirs. ‘And if any of you spread your legs for him, I will 
find out.’ She would be watching each of them like Nubian hawks. “And I will kill you.” 


Vader fell speechless. Feeling something he hadn’t felt in a long time. What was this? 
Embarrassment? Yes, Palpatine loved to humiliate him, but not in this manner. Also, Vader 
was actually somewhat grateful towards the man for making such... sessions private. 


Vader looked down at his right then angrily flexed the fingers. 
While the handmaidens looked to one another. 

Then to Dormé. 

Dormé gave a look that said, don’t look at me. 

Then Vader, who still said nothing. 


Dormé, Moteé, and Ellé quickly bowed and left the room. Dormé was going to show them 
around and help them with the rest of their belongings. 


Ellé quietly, “So what have we missed?” Clearly, a lot. What the hell was that all about? 


Dormé quickly shushed them. “Shut up!” She said through her teeth. The trio of women 
quickly disappeared. 
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Meanwhile, “What about her?” Vader gestured towards the woman in white. 
Draped in white robes. Covering her head to toe. Even her face. Except for her eyes. 
“This is the Mother, she teaches at a place on Naboo called the Order of Sanctuary.” 
Vader nodded, “I’ve read about it. I heard it was a legend.” Or was it? 


After all, legends all come from something real. Even the Sith at one time were considered 
legend. 


Out of the corner of her eye, Padmé saw the Mother roll her eyes at the comment. 


“Many on Naboo think so,” Padmé explained. ‘But I assure you it’s quite real.’ All of the 
Naboo’s royal handmaidens belonged to the order. Where else would they receive such 
training? The so called Imperial Academies? Those were nothing but a joke. “I even spent a 
summer there.” 


Vader waited for what this had to do with him. Though he had a feeling where this was 
going and he didn’t like it. 


Padmé took a deep breathe. She knew he wasn’t going to like this, but she truly believed 
she could help. “She’s here for you.” To help him. 


“No.” Vader quickly answered. He didn’t help. 

“You say you’ ve lost your edge.” Padmé argued. Hoping to get him past his pride. 
Vader rolled his eyes. Seeing where this was going. 

Padmé felt that her teacher could somehow help him. 

Unlikely. 


“Unless she knows how to wield a lightsaber.” Even use the Force. Really, it was the first 
one that he needed. To brush up on those skills. “She is of no use to me. Get her out of my 
sight and my home.” Vader turned to leave. Seeing that this was beneath him. 


“Our home.” Padmé pointed out. They were married. And she had lived here how many 
months. 


Also not all her memories here were entirely bad. 


Yes, it was her home too. She had even added she some her own touches. That vase in the 
corner for example. 


Really she didn’t like the place, but she had come to tolerate it. 


Touches Vader didn’t even seem to mind or notice. Then again, he had been preoccupied 
lately. 


Vader was in no mood. He needed to figure out how to get where he needed to be. 
Before he could take another step, wham! 
Something... someone kicked him right in the stomach. 


Now it didn’t knock him to the floor, but it did send back several steps. 
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But given his size and strength against the petite ghostly dressed woman, it wasn’t bad. 
Even Vader was impressed. 
“Su vista, Sefior Vader? Creo tiene convertirse en lejos también estrecho.” 


“Your vision, Lord Vader.” Padmé translated. Supposedly the Mother only spoke in one 
language. The old language of Naboo. “I think it has become far too narrow.” 


He didn’t even see that move coming. 
Vader rubbed his chest. “It appears I underestimated you.” 
Padmé tanslated his reply. 


The Mother went on to say something about how many have. Even Padmé had one point. 
Many of her students had. 


Even a boy once with “rojo” hair. Rojo meant red. 

Red hair? 

Vader’s eyes grew. “Palpatine?” When he was young, Palpatine had red hair. 
...was this real? One of Palpatine’s first teachers? 

Padmé translated Vader’s reply. 

“Creo que si.” The Mother replied with a nod. 


“I believe so,” Padmé translated. 


Vader had a feeling he was going to regret this, but what did he have to lose? He then 
quietly said, “...teach me.” 


A few weeks later... 

Darth Vader had been training with her for weeks now. 

Though it felt like years. 

Vader sometimes even felt like he back at the Orisis Academy. 

Those were not times he liked to look back on. 

In hindsight, he supposed they were not as bad as his times under Palpatine. 
Still, they were some of the worst days of his life. 


“You said Vader has been in a few fights. Just how many is ‘a few?’” His Master asked 
curiously. 


“I’m not sure, really.” The first teacher said. 


“Did he win this one?” He said rather impatiently. 
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The second female teacher, “He almost beat his peers to death for commenting on his 
scars.” 


Sidious raised a finger to his lips. “Did he, now? I told you he was a bit wild.” 
The Mother was pulling similar stunts. 

She kept pushing buttons. Saying words he didn’t understand. 

And some he did. 


While Vader didn’t understand every single word she said, but with the help of Threepio in 
recent weeks he had learned the basics of the so-called Nubian old language. He he had 
gotten basics down, but like most languages such as Galactic Basic and Huttese, it came with 
it’s own slang and such words. 


But Vader understood just enough. 

“Monstruo!” She exclaimed. Pointing at him in her white accusing finger. 
Which meant monster. 

Vader scowled when he looked up the word. 


Then there was another time. Vader lunged at the seemingly trapped woman. Then he did 
this deep backflip over him. “You’re too slow.” She said in what sounded like a mocking 
tone. 


Then he would attack flahs in anger. 

Then she somehow managed to dodge him. Like it was all too easy. 

That was likely how Palpatine planned to “golpealo” or beat him, she would say. 

While Vader knew was right, on the other hand, she was driving him crazy. Mocking him. 
Vader threw his lightsaber hilt across the room. “She’s impossible!” 

“T know, right?” Oh, how she did not miss those days. 

All the bruises. Kicking her butt. Knocking against the thankfully semi padded walls. 
Then again maybe a little. 

She ran a hand over the curve of her belly. 


They were now past the halfway point, the twentieth week of pregnancy. Currently, the 
twenty second week now. 


Steps away, Vader just looked in amazement. It was becoming more real and real. 
Vader saw her smiling. “What?” 
Smiling. That wasn’t something he saw everyday. 


“They’re kicking.” 
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Vader began to reach out and almost... no. No. Then held back. Fully backing away. Not 
wanting to start something. More importantly, upset her. 


Padme what he did. Almost did. It was rather sweet. “Go ahead.” 


“T don’t feel anything.” Did they stop? Or was something wrong? Or were they already 
afraid him? Like everyone else. 


Padmé wasn’t upset. “Wait.” 

Vader waited... and waited. 

Then he felt something. Fluttering. 

His eyes grew. “That?” 

Padmé nodded her head. Smiling. She was really smiling. 
Vader had not seen her smile in a long time. Since before Sabé. 
“They’re so strong.” 

“yes, they are.” 

Padmé had meant physically, but she knew what Vader really meant. “The Force?” 
“Yes,” Vader said. Taking another small step closer... 

Too close. 

Padme’s smile was gone. 

For a moment it was great. Now... it was too intimate. 

Padmé backed away. Leaving. 


Vader stared at the ground in defeat. 


Days later... 

They were also discussing the birth. 

“Will Lord Vader be present at the birth?” 

“Yes,” Then she looked to Vader. “You will be there... won’t you?” At least he better be. 
Vader looked surprised... then disappointed? 

“Vader?” 

For a moment Vader didn’t know how to respond. “I didn’t think you wanted me to.” 
Padmé hesitated. “I admit I would not... weeks ago, but I’ve reconsidered.” 

Which was true, she was scared. Also, if Vader was there, she could keep an eye on him. 


But he seemed to have other plans. 
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What was he up to? She didn’t like it one bit. 

What was he... 

Realization dawned on Padmé’s face. 

No. 

“You’re not planning to...” Kill him? Now? Was he ready? She didn’t think so. 


“No,” Vader looked back at the droids. Then back at her. “Not exactly,” He said as quietly 
as he could. 


Padmé narrowed her eyes. What was he up to?” 
“Trust me,” He said as quietly as he could. 


Padmé sighed, but nodded. 


And Padmé did trust Vader. 
And... he won. 

And everything went as expected. 
Everything was as it should be. 


Hours after Palpatine’s demise, Vader and Padmé took their rightful place as the rulers of 
Galactic Empire. 


There were a few naysayers... but they dealt with them. 


After months of political debating, maneuvering, and other business, they were en route to 
Naboo. On a much needed vacation. 


Aboard their starship, Padmé had just awoken from a nap. 
A nap! 


She couldn’t remember the last time she had taken one. Probably not since she was a little 
girl. 


She looked over to the dual bassinets. “Good afternoon, my little Prince and Princess.” 
She made her over to “Are you excited to see your Grandfather and Aunt...” 


The bassinets were empty. 


Frantically, Padmé searched around. Where... Did they... “...no!” She ran down the 
hallway. “Dormé?” She ran her fingers through her hair. ‘Ellé?...Moteé? Anyone?’ The 
world began to spin. She held onto the wall. “SOMEONE HELP ME!” 


“I’m here.” Said a voice in the shadows. 


“Vader!” Padmé ran to him.‘Vader, where are they? Where are my children? My 
handmaidens.’ Most importantly, “My children?” 
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Finally, he wrapped his arms around her. 


Though it wasn’t much of one. “Where they should be.” He assured her. “They’re currently 
en route to the Academy. To begin their training.” 


“Training...” Padmé felt like she was going to be sick. “Vader, they’re... they’re only six 
months old.” She knew Jedi took their students early, but the Sith tended to chose those they 
missed. Those who were older. 


Besides, Vader had promised not to train until they were older. 
“Yes, best to begin their training early.” 


“What? No! You cannot do this.” He wasn‘ really doing this for them. Their training. He 
was doing it to get back at her. Most of all, for himself. 


“IT can and I will.” It was already done. “Besides, you never wanted them. This is what we 
agreed to.” 


Padmé woke up. Sighing. 

It was only a dream. 

“...it was only a dream,” She said to herself. 
Her children were playing in the playpen. 


“No!” She screamed. 


Padmé briefly screamed as she sat up. 

She was awake this time. 

Padmé breathed. 

It was okay. 

She was okay. 

She ran her fingers across her belly. 

They were okay. Safe and sound, still inside her. 
Padmé closed her eyes. 

Trying to go back to sleep. 

Padmé sighed. 

It was hopeless. 

Padmé didn’t feel like sleeping. Just sitting here. 
She couldn’t exactly do much else. 


Padmé did her best to get comfortable. Fluff her pillows again. 
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...and just as she finally got comfortable just right. She had to pee. 
Again. 

No. 

No way was she moving from this spot. 

Padmé stared down at her very round belly. 


If only someone or someones would stop squeezing and— she groaned— kicking her 
bladder. 


Padmé was now well into her eighth month of pregnancy. As med droids explained it, her 
expanding uterus would not expand anymore. However, it was best to expand the babies’ time 
in the womb for as long as possible. So she was put on strict bed rest. Though the med droids 
had predicted she would go into labor at anytime now. 


Since Padmé had been placed on bed rest. She was only allowed out of bed to dress and to 
use the fresher. 


Vader would have preferred if she stayed in bed all the time and do nothing but rest. 


Palpatine had dismissed the Senate weeks before her bed rest began, but really the Senate 
had done very little since she began her time as Grand Vizier. 


But she kept herself busy with paperwork. Some secret voice over comms and other 
discreet work. 


It kept also helped keep distracted from her fears. 
Fears of the impending future. 
What might or could happen once they were born. 


On one hand she was so ready to have them. She was tired of being pregnant and even 
worse, on bed rest. On the other, at least now she knew or felt they were safe inside her. 


She had numerous nightmares where Palpatine marched into the delivery room after they 
were born. He took them. Leaving her in tears. Vader laying on the floor dead. Sometimes 
leaving her dead too. 


There were even times like most recently, when she even dreamt Vader took them from 
her. 


She didn’t believe Vader would do that. 

But she couldn’t say entirely trusted him either. 

Then again, the feeling was mutual. 

Their relationship hadn’t quite been the same since the Sabé incident. 
That was probably another reason he was watching her like a hawk. 


In fact, she could hear could hear him right now. Breathing. Footsteps. Even without those 
she just knew he was coming. Did they have a connection? The Force maybe? She had no 
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idea. 
Making another one of his afternoon check visits. 
Checking her as often as he could. Telling that she shouldn’t be working on paperwork. 
She argued and assured that not working would be more stressful. 


Then there was the fact that Palpatine who despite everything was still very much alive. 
Which Padmé immediately pointed out. 


Vader must have sensed her thoughts. The first thing he said to as he walked in the room 
was, “I think he is expecting that,” Vader said as he sipped his goblet of wine. 


What? 


“Expecting what?” Padmé snapped. “You still haven’t told me anything! You—” A groan 
of pain cut her off. 


Braxton hicks. Nothing unusual. 


Who knew the Dark Lord of the Sith was such a nervous father? What would the HoloNet 
say? 


His eyes widened. No, it wasn’t. 


“Dormé, take her down down to the medical unit immediately.” He would also summon 
the Rex, Cody, and the Mother to all stand guard outside the delivery room. 


Dormé looked at Vader then to Padmé then back at Vader. She rarely took orders from the 
Sith Lord whom she loathed with every bone in her body, but in this case, she made an 
exception. “Yes, my lord.” 


“Vader, what are you talking about? I’m fine. It was just...” She groaned in pain. 
“No, it isn’t.” 
Padmé then tried to ask, “Where are you...?” But a sharp pain interrupted her. 


Vader pulled out an untraceable, highly illegal comm device. He pressed the buttons to 
access the private channel. “It’s time.” He said into the device. 


What do you think? I hope the spelling everything is alright. 


Trivia: I didn’t exactly have time to make up a whole language. So I used Spanish 
since scenes for Naboo were filmed in Spain. I hope the Spanish is correct. I only know a 
few words and used an English to Spanish Translator on the web. I did the same thing in 
Surprises: Unimaginable. The Mother is my OC, but the Order of Sanctuary is from the 
EU. Though little is known about it. I thought Vader needed help, but Obi-Wan was out 
of the question. 


The line “Teach me” is from the next Marvel flick, Dr. Strange. 
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Sorry it too so long to update. I’ve been really busy with real life. I have something of 
a part time graphic design job working from home. I help work on t-shirt designs. Also, 
I put an ad in the paper which someone responded to. I’ve also gotten a couple other 
freelance jobs. 


Coming up: Luke and Leia are born. Some Palpatine. 


Review please! 
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50. Blood and Cortosis 


Thank for the reviews, favorites, and follows. 
Okay, so big chapter. Make sense since it’s the big 5 and 0. 


Now “takes a deep breathe* here we go. 


Chapter Fifty 

Blood and Cortosis 

Coruscant... 

Night had fallen across Imperial City. 


Safely inside his Palace, Emperor Palpatine also known as Darth Sidious sat on his 
Throne. 


Normally he was quite conformable in his chair. 
Though one would think not. It was hardly the most comfortable chair. 


The Throne was build of melted down lightsabers hilts and the blood of their owners, the 
Jedi. And the rare metal, cortosis, which was one of the few substances that could temporarily 
stop a lightsaber cold. The rare metal was also something a throwback to Darth Bane, the first 
of their line of the Sith and the founder of the Rule of Two. Bane spent his early years mining 
cortosis on the planet, Apatros. The metal that could stop lightsabers cold. Much like the Sith 
had the done to the Jedi. Yes, the Sith also used the same weapon as the Jedi, but one of the 
reasons they only continued to was to humiliate them. 


Now that they were dead, the reasons to keep using them were few and far between. Vader 
was probably one of the only wielders left in the Galaxy. But that was only out of necessity. 
And it was the weapon Vader was most well trained in. 


Sidious was a master practitioner, but these days his reasons were again, few. 
He kept shifting around around. 


Darth Sidious felt... he wouldn’t call it fear, but he felt something he had not felt in a long 
time. He felt uneasy. 


Something was... off, but it shouldn’t be. Everything should be right. It seemed right. 


Sidious sensed the Senator had gone into labor. His spies even confirmed as much. He 
sensed his future apprentices would be born sometime within the next twelve hours. 


Such visions and thoughts should have bought him joy. 
They did not. 
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He flexed fingers. Tapping them against the arms of the chair. 

What was wrong? 

The unborn offspring nor Amidala were not in any sort danger. 

Pity on the latter. 

But... 

Was it Vader? 

Sidious finally got up from his Throne. 

He began to pace. 

Sidious knew his Apprentice was restless. Angry and full other emotions. Thoughts. 
Looking for a way to destroy his Master, much like any half decent Sith Apprentice. 
But... he didn’t think it was Vader. Not yet anyway. 

Sidious stopped. 

So... what then? 

It had nothing to do with Vader or Amidala. 

At the same he sensed nothing in the Force. 

He closed his yellow eyes. 

Reaching out... 

It was like there was something and then it was like there was not something out there. 
Sidious made a puzzled face. 

That didn’t make any sense. 

Sidious opened his eyes, but before he could do or say anything further. 

It was... 

It was... 

Something lurched from the shadows. 

Sidious twirled. 

Realizing they were caught, “Now!” Yelled their leader. 

Yellow creatures sprang from the shadows. The floors. The walls. Ceiling. Everywhere! 
Yinchorri! 

Lightning sprang from the Emperor’s hands. 

Roasting the creatures to death. 


At least they were supposed to be. 
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While more of their comrades swarmed the Throne Room, outside, everywhere! 


The Palace was under attack. 


Meanwhile... 
Vader’s Palace... 


The med droids were waiting as Dormé brought Padmé to the med area. As quickly as she 
could since midway down during the elevator ride, her water broke. 


Ellé and Moteé joined them shortly. 


The Mother stood outside. Along with Rex, Cody, and dozens of other men. Security was 
tight. No being was getting in or out. 


Padmé was also thankfully that the walls were sound proof. Even if they weren’t she 
would not have cared. 


“How long?” She asked the med droids. Her water had just broken so how much longer? 


“Not yet, my lady,” The droid replied. “With your permission, Lady Vader, I will now 
examine you and determine how long it will take before the first infant crowns.” 


Padmé nodded. She wanted to know minutes ago. What were they waiting for? 
The droid disappeared under the sheet draped over Padmé’s legs. 


A moment, he reappeared, “You have only dilated a few centimeters. By my estimation, it 
will take eight hours before the first infant crowns.” 


Padmé stared at the med droids in disbelief. “Eight hours?!” At least? Were they kriffing 
kidding her? 


“A female’s first birth always takes longest my lady.” 


Padmé crossed her arms. Yes, she read such things on the HoloNet, but still. She could not 
believe it. 


Nor could the handmaidens, but they were all smart enough to keep that to themselves. 


Unbelievable! “Where’s Vader? He said he’d be... here.” She squeezed her eyes shut. 
Another contraction hit. 


And for his sake, he better be here. 


Looking out the window, towards to the Palace, Dormé didn’t know if she hoped Vader 
would be here or not. 


“There have been reports all over the HoloNet,” Moteé began. 


“What reports?” Padmé lifted her head from her pillow. And why was she just now hearing 
about this? 
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“Apparently there has been some kind of attack on the Palace,” Moteé hesitantly 
explained. 


Again, Padmé stared in disbelief. 
By Shiraya! 


Vader was planning it tonight? Before Padmé could give this anymore thought, Dormé 
went on. 


“Beings called Yinchorri.” 


“Yinchorri?” She had heard of them, but knew little about them. Like most or anyone who 
remembered or watched the HoloNet, there was a crisis there years ago when they joined the 
Republic. The crisis had done Palpatine’s predecessor Valorum no favors. It eventually and 
officially gave the planet, Yinchorr a place in the Republic. And now consequently the 
Empire. But never mind that. 


Was he insane? Was he even ready? And what did Yinchorri have do with this? How 
would they even help? 


Padmé was no expert, but she didn’t think he was— 

She felt another contraction building. 

She groaned. She hated this. 

It wasn’t the pain. Well, she wasn’t fond of pain, but she could handle it. 


The scars from the explosion at her home. The injuries she sustained from the Clone Wars. 
The times Palpatine had strangled her with the Force. 


She didn’t like sitting here. 

“T want — I want — to walk,” Padmé gasped out as the pain finally eased. 
“Sure,” They helped her to her feet. 

“Tt will be worth it.” 


“Ugh, yeah, I hope so.” She hoped there was something... someone— two of them to look 
forward to. 


So she hoped. 


Back at the Palace... 


The Yinchorr, or Yinchorri, were a species of sentient, corpulent, turtle-like, green-skinned 
reptilians. 


For some reason they reminded Sidious of the slimy primitives on his homeworld of 
Naboo known as the Gungans. But one specific way far worse. The species had an inherent 
immunity to telepathic uses of the Force, including mind tricks. Even Force Lightning wasn’t 
having much of an effect. 
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Unlike his father, Palpatine had never much for cursing, but at the moment he sounded like 
an Outer Rim pirate. 


That explained why he had not been able to sense them. 


And now he was trying to dodge their weapons. Firing blasters and then there were long 
blades, which were made of cortosis. Much like his Throne. 


Palpatine grunted. 
Then there was the matter of their tails! 
If only... 


“Come on,” Sidious snarled. Reaching past one. If only he could reach his lightsaber. Yes, 
it would be ineffective against the cortosis weapons and armor, but he could do something 
about their tails... and their unprotected hands. 


It would be tricky. With the growing number of invading Yinchorri in the chamber. 
Sidious gritted his teeth. 

But he had no choice. The Force had effect on them. 

His guards had fallen to first flutter pack that had swarmed in. 

His self defense wouldn’t last him long. 

It was more like buying time. 


Again, if he could just reach his hidden lightsaber. He could finally do something about 
about the slimy creatures. Yes, they were Force proof. They didn’t say anything about 
lightsabers. 


If he could just concentrate. 

Yes... 

Yes! 

Good... 

He felt the hilt. The red synthetic crystal hidden inside it. It’s power! 
It... 

He... 

.. M0. 

“NO!” Sidious screamed as they dragged him down. 


Despite his best efforts to keep them at bay, the savage beasts pulled him down to the 
ground. Surrounding him. Beating him to the floor. Stepping on him. Stomping on him! 
Beating him with their claws and fists. Hitting him with the hilts of their blasters. Hitting him 
and trying to cut him with their blades and claws. 


“We’ve got him!” One screamed in glory. 
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Cutting up his hands, face, and black robe. 

Sidious screamed savagely. 

No way would he die like this. 

Hell, he would never die! 

Darth Sidious would live forever. He would rule forever. 


He had foreseen this long ago. Many years ago when he was still an apprentice to Darth 
Plagueis. 


He was so close to learning his Master’s secrets to immortality. 
First he needed to get out of here. 

But how? 

He... 


Through the Force, however foggy it was due the creatures that surrounded, and even 
through his own sharp hearing, he heard... something. 


Someone. 

The creatures looked up. 

Sidious didn’t even need the Force to see they were panicked. 

Humming? 

A lightsaber? 

Followed by heavy breathing? 

Sidious knew that heavy breathing anywhere. 

Vader! 

“Lo-Lord... Vader?!” He screamed. Clawing his out of the surrounding enemies. 


Sidious could not remember the last time he had been so relieved. So happy to see his 
Apprentice. Though he would keep that to himself. 


The bodies of the creatures flew into their numerous piles. 
Finally Vader reached his destination. 
His Master. 


One by one, he cut them down with his lightsaber. Oh so, carefully around the cortosis 
armor. The armor covered most of their chests but left an opening between their arms and 
chest. Right at the shoulder. 


And some even with his own bare hands. 


Vader’s lightsaber then hit one of cortosis blades. 
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Kark it. 
Vader growled at his mistake. Even some of the Jedi Padawan could have done better. 


Now he relied solely on his bare hands. Remembering a few moves the Mother taught him. 
Since he knew the Force was useless against the Yinchorri. 


Moments later, the last Yinchorri fell. 
In the Throne Room. The battle had been won, but the war was not over yet. 
There were still plenty more inside the Palace. 


Covered in some of the creatures strange blood. Winded, but triumphant, Vader asked, 
“Master, are you hurt?” He offered the man a hand. 


Which Palpatine accepted with a “hmf” sound as he got to his feet. 
Wouldn’t Vader like that. 


Palpatine brought a hand to his bloody and bruised temple. “Only my pride,” He said 
under his breathe. 


Of all the beings in the Galaxy, why did it have to Yinchorri? 

Someone, whoever hired must have known their resistance to the Force. 
But who? 

Another Force user? 


The Jedi were no more. Nor was that really their style. At least they would have the 
decency to fight them face to face. 


No. 

No. 

This was... 

Sidious turned to look at Vader. Who was studying his temporarily stunned lightsaber. 
Who indeed? 

Like the Jedi, Sidious didn’t see Vader pulling off something like this. 

Or would he? 

He and his Apprentice had grown apart since the foundation of the Empire. 

Then again, that was normal. 


Years, Sidious and his Master, Darth Plagueis had reached an impasse. Even Plagueis and 
his Master before him. Many generations of Sith had done so. 


Noises. Stomping. The sounds of cortosis blades and blaster fire. 


Another wave of Yinchorri were approaching the Throne Room. 
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“This way, Master. I will take somewhere safe.” Who knows maybe he would kill after all. 
Though that almost didn’t seem fair. 


Almost. 


Sidious brushed something, probably a piece of Yinchorri off his shoulder. “Your thoughts 
betray you Lord Vader.” Sidious knew exactly what he was thinking. He would have been 
disappointed if hadn’t. “You also underestimate me, my Apprentice.” 


He had not picked one up since his duel with Master Windu. Though that wasn’t much a 
duel, he was only holding until Lord Vader arrived. 


In less than a second, in the blink of an eye, his lightsaber landed in his lightsaber. 

He ignited his blade. 

Vrooom! 

But wielding one was like riding a two wheeler or driving a speeder. One never forgot. 

In a defensive, but attack stance, Sidious said, “Come, Lord Vader.” There was work to do. 
Yinchorri to destroy. 


...and how did they even get past the security? The Palace was an impenetrable fortress, 
layers of security and guards... this was an inside job. Sidious shook his head, he would 
meditate on that later. 


For a brief moment, Vader just stood there. He had never actually seen in his Master in a 
real battle. 


Despite everything the old man had done and put him through, for that moment, Vader 
could help but admire his Master. 


His elegant blade. The graceful, yet cunning way he held it in his pale fingers. 
A moment later, Sidious tightented his figners around the hilt. 

Vader looked at the exits and windows. 

Glass flew everywhere. 

Along with the Yinchorri. 


And the battle begun. 


The Yinchorri came from all sides. 

At first, Vader and Sidious made their own individual perimeters. 

Much like Master Dooku, Darth Sidious truly was a painter, but his only color was red. 
His blade twirled and parried all over the room. 


It was all so incredible. 
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Beautiful. 
Unfortunaely, Sidious’s art nor Vader’s was enough to keep the Yinchorri at bay. 
They seemed never ending. 


Finally they had to put their backs to one another. Creating one larger perimeter by most 
applying Form II. Deflecting the blaster bolts. 


Despite how well they deflected the bolts, it was delivering little results. Thanks to the 
armor the Yinchorri wore. 


“Lord Vader, at this rate we’ll be here the rest of the year.” 
“Agreed,” Vader said through swings and parries. “...I have an idea.” 


Sidious felt they didn’t have time for questions or explanations. “Do it!” He ordered. 
While he didn’t always trust Vader or his judgment, tonight he wasted no time. 


“Cover me,” Vader raised his arms. Calling out to the Force. 


Sidious wasted no time. Turning his arms into powerful wings. Creating a defense. 
Covering both them. Battling. Swinging his arms. Protecting both of their skins. 


While the Yinchorri were resistant to the Force, their weapons were not. Raising the 
blasters and other weapons such as their cortosis blades up in the air. 


Then CRUNCH! Rendering the blasters useless. While the cortosis blades fell to the 
ground and some even onto their owners. Wounding or killing some of them. 


The still plenty and living Yinchorri stared in confusion. At the weapons, then at each 
other, and finally at the Sith Lords. 


While that was a start, most if not all of them still had cortosis blades and armor on. 


Vader clipped the lightsaber back on his belt. “Our lightsabers are useless, Master.” 
Raising his fists and putting his feet into a fighting stance. 


“Not necessarily.” There was a small opening between their helmets and chest armor. 
All he had to do was... 

Swoosh! 

A perfect shiak in the middle of the neck. 

And another. 

Cleaving his head off perfectly. 

Then their hands. 

Swing! 

Swoosh! 


Punching and beating them. 
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Back in the delivery room, Padmé cried out, “Gaaaah!” She gasped as a contraction hit 
hard and unexpectedly. She gritted his teeth, hoping the pain would pass soon. 


Once again, the med droid checked under the tent. 
“You’re just nearly eight centimeters,” The med droid announced. 
“That’s it?” Padmé moaned. “Are you sure?” 


“T’m sure.” Dorme squeezed her hand. “It won’t be long.” 


Later... 

They had done it. 

Bodies of Yinchorri covered the room. 

“Well done, Lord Vader.” Sidious limped off. 

Tired but triumphant, Vader looked to the old man, “Master?” Where was he going? 
“To meditate and find out who was behind this.” After all the Yinchorri had help. 


Sidious stopped and turned around. His face was a cold stare. “And I will find out!” 
Sidious said in a tone that said, if you did this, I will find out. 


Vader’s never dropped his eye contact. Something he always noted the Senator did when 
she seemed to do when she fibbed. 


Yes, he was behind this. 
The battle was to keep Sidious occupied while the children were born. 


Finally Sidious whirled around and left. Hobbling along like some the old man Vader was 
more familiar with. 


Vader almost smiled, but there was somewhere he needed to be. And not in the Palace. 


Padmé! 


Soon... 


“T cannot do this, I cannot,” she gasped out as the pain finally ebbed. “Please. Make it stop. 
Please. I cannot do this.” 


he contractions were coming so frequently now that they are almost on top of each other, 
giving Padmé scarcely any time to recover between them. 


“You must.” 
“T can’t...” She cries. “I’m too tired.” 


Dormé was relentless. “Yes you can,” She says firmly. 
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“The head of the first child is crowning,” The med droid announced. 
“Alight, my lady,” Said Dormé. “Almost there.” 

“I can see the head,” Said Ellé. 

Dormé’s glare clearly said, not helping. 

“Shut the kriff up!” 

The droids and handmaidens ignored her. 

Moments later, cries began to fill the room. 

Padmé leaned back, exhausted, glad of the respite from pain. 

“Tt’s a boy,” Stated the med droid while another cut the umbilical cord. 


Then Dormé scooped up the newborn wrapped in a blue and white blanket. Presenting him 
to his mother. 


“Luke,” Padmé closed her eyes and leaned back against her sweaty pillow. Then opened 
her eyes. Trying to look at him. “Oh, Luke.” She brushed his tiny cheek and forehead with a 
small wisp of blonde hair. 


This was amazing. 

He was amazing. He was the most amazing thing... being she had ever seen. 
Forget the Throne, this was why she made. Why she was put on the earths. 
“Anakin, he’s here.” She slurred. 

Anakin? 


Elle was confused. While Moteé and Dormé’s eyes widened, realizing that must be his true 
name. 


While Vader didn’t know what to make of this. On one hand he was angry. On the other, 
he knew something was wrong. 


Was she alright? 

But it doesn’t last. “... Padmé?” Something was wrong. 
Machines began buzzing. 

The med swarmed around her. 


Eyes widened in horror, Vader stepped back into the darkness. 


Twelve hours later... 


Padmé opened her eyes. Then closed them. Slowly come out of coming out of it. The 
drugs and exhaustion. 
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She had heard noises. 
The med droids. 
“She is regaining consciousness.” 
Voices. 

“Good.” 

Vader. 

She groaned. 

Eventually, she lifted her head. 
Gathering her thoughts. 

She remembered being labor. 

Vader going to the Palace. 

Vader! 

He came back. 

Was he behind... whatever it was happened to her? 
And Luke! 

Where was Luke? Where was her son? 
Padmé touched her abdomen. 

And his sister? 

Where’s my daughter? 

“Where... are they alright?” 


Vader remained silent. 


Phew! What a chapter. 


Trivia: In Legends, Yinchorri have an immunity to the Force. Including Force 
Lightning, if I recall correctly Master C’baoth tried using it on Thrawn but he had an 
Yinchorri to protect him. I haven’t read the Thrawn Trilogy in awhile, so if something is 
incorrect, sorry. I loosely based the Throne on the Iron Throne. 


Coming up: Not telling. 


** Unless something happens, I should have the next chapter up within the next few 
days to week. I’m not going to leave you guys hanging on such a cliffhanger for a month 
or so. I’d feel terrible for doing such a thing. Plus I’m ready to wrap this story up. Also, 


304 


meaning there are only 5 chapters left! I’m hoping my Christmas... I hope I don’t jinx 
myself.** 


** Also, I have a question for all of my readers. Sometimes fanfiction dot net can be a 
well, a really crappy site. There are no moderators and the place is being held up by 
bandaids. Sometimes it takes days before reviews pop up and there are some other 
issues. If I someday made a Wordpress for my stories as sort of a backup, would you 
guys be interested and visit it to read my stories there? I’d probably still post here too 
unless things got bad enough. 


Leave a review please. Thank you! 
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51. Luke and Leia 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 
To answer a few questions. 


u: I’ve read a few stories on Archive of Our Own and even Wattpad. Honestly, I 
never liked either one. 


Lord Lelouch: On the long chapter. Me either, though that’s part of the reason it took 
so long. Probably the longest one I’ll do for awhile. And darn, you’re right it was 
Yslamari. 


Thank you Guests and everyone else. 


This is a short, but important chapter. 


Chapter Fifty One 

Luke and Leia 

“Where... are they alright?” 

Vader remained silent. So still. He could have been carved from stone. 
A moment later he turned around. His back to his wife. 

Padmé couldn’t breathe. 


Was he going to walk out of the room? Leave her? Never come back. Going back to 
wherever he stashed away the twins? 


Padmé’s heart skipping a beat. Maybe two. 
She couldn’t breathe. Barely think except, Luke... 
“WHERE ARE THEY?” She screamed. 


Had Vader taken him? To begin in training in the ways of the Force? Much worse, the 
Dark Side? 


Because he was a Sith that made sense, but at the same time, she sensed— she knew it was 
be a way of him getting back at her. 


And the girl! Her daughter? Did she live? 
Padmé did not remember anything after touching Luke’s forehead. 


“What happened? What did you...” 
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A synthetic voice, not Vader’s interrupted her. One of the med droids, Fixit who explained, 
“As labor began to resume for the second child your body lost a significant amount of blood.” 
The med droid then explained further using medical terms. About how she needed to calm 
down or she could pass out again, but Padmé didn’t really hear. Nor really care. 


Would the bloody thing just get to the point already? Where were her children? Did they 
even live? 


Then Vader placed two small bundles in her arms. 
Luke and another fussy baby, her daughter! 
Padmé remained stunned and overjoyed as she greeted them. 


She had never been so thankful for anything in her entire life. 


A few days later... 
Padmé named Luke’s little sister, Leia. After the flowers Vader had given her. 


Which Vader seemed to like. Really, the naming of the babies didn’t seem to matter too 
much to him. That was why he left the naming and baby’s room up to her. But he did like 
how the name gave him hope on the state of their relationship. 


Because he knew it was not good. 
Padmé rarely left the twins’ side. She also made sure Vader was never alone with them. 
She knows. Vader remembered thinking. 


Padmé didn’t know, but she strongly suspected that in that second, the twelve hours she 
had been unconscious Vader had considered taking them from her. 


Which he had. 
It was the perfect opportunity. 
Palpatine would think they were dead. 


Padmé would think they were dead. It would be a perfect way of getting back at her once 
and for all. 


But in the end, when she asked where they were... he couldn’t do it. 


Yes, it made him seem very soft. Hardly very Sith like. Though some when he had never 
been a very good one. 


But he tired of fighting. Getting back at her. One another and starting the whole vicious 
cycle again. 


He wouldn’t lie. He enjoyed some of their games, but even he knew this would have been 
crossing a line. 


Also, he lost his mother, he wanted his offspring to have one. 
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Even if she wasn’t... perfect. 


Neither was he. 


Moments after the twins were born, their holos were released to the HoloNet. And also 
through a private channel to Padmé’s family. 


The HoloNet went nuts. As did the Naberries, but Vader had no time for his in-laws and 
their messages. Another time. Possibly soon. 


The Emperor probably would have too. Over the fact that Vader released information and 
holos to the public before his own Master and Emperor. 


While Sidious had let his anger be known, he was also very occupied with his never 
ending day and night meditations. Figuring out who or what had been behind the raid on the 
Palace. 


So far he didn’t seem to suspect the attack on the Palace had been Vader’s doing. And 
Vader prayed it stayed that way. At least for awhile longer. He knew eventually Sidious would 
figure it out. His Master probably dozens of Inquisitors looking into the whole matter. Even 
Vader, but he wasn’t too worried. He had covered his tracks well. Disposable and untraceable 
comm systems. Paying in physical currency rather than credit. 


Yes, Vader had planned the whole thing. 
Yes, he knew it was risky. Potentially even fatal. 
But Vader welcomed the risk. 


From contacting the Yinchorri to giving the weapons made of cortosis. Thanks to a mine 
he discovered years ago, but kept hidden from Master. Thinking he could use the valuable 
mineral for something one day. And that day had finally arrived. 


The battle well, the distraction had also given them plenty of time to give holos of the 
twins to the HoloNet. Buying time before Sidious would try to rip them away from their 
parents. Though Vader would die before that happened. 


Again, while Vader knew it was risky. Also it gave Vader a chance to brush on his skills. 
He saw it as a challenge and he had longed for a challenge since Sidious had benched. 


Also the benching had since been lifted though Sidious was still naturally suspicious. 


Part of it had even hoped it might kill his Master. Then again, he wanted the pleasure of 
doing that himself. He could have done it after the battle had been over, but 


But the last few days he had other things preoccupying his thoughts. 
Vader had let her name them. 


For their son, she chose the name, Luke. It meant light. Something they both needed right 
now. 


For their daughter, she chose the name, Leia. After the flowers Vader gave her. 
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Unless it was about Luke and Leia, Padmé barely spoke to Vader the few days. She 
couldn’t even look at him. 


“We will stay legally married. We will rule the Empire.” One or another. “We will take 
care of Luke and Leia, but that’s it.” 


They would be partners. Husband and wife in name and in the eyes of the law and the 
public. 


Not romantic partners. 


Padmé went on, “We will not share a bed chamber.” More specially, a bed. “There will be 
no us. Do you understand?” 


“Yes,” So much had been done and said between them. None of it could be undone. “Yes, I 
think that’s for the best.” 


Padmé said nothing. Part of her was relieved to hear him say such things. Part of her hoped 
he would fight. To fight for them and continue to apologize. 


For a moment, Vader wasn’t sure what to say. Finally he thought of something to ask her. 
“Ts there... anything else I can do for you?” 


“T want to go home.” “I want to see my father and sister.” Also Pooja and her new little 
niece. 


Vader had already guessed this. “Arrangements are already being made.” Dormé was 
already packing their clothes and other belongings. “We will depart first thing in the 
morning.” 


“Thank you.” Padmé was so relieved and excited and still sad all at the same time. 


Vader was going to say something, but Padmé cut him off. “Now I’d like to be alone with 
them.” 


Vader lowered his head. “As you wish my lady,” And he left. 


Padmé looked over at the crib and the out onto Imperial City. Watching the magnificent 
city though barely really looking at it. 


Darn it. =( Why can’t they be happy? What do you think? 


Trivia: Originally I really was going to have Vader take the twins from Padmé for a 
short time, but I didn’t like it. Also I can’t see how Padmé could ever get past that. Even 
I’m not sure I could forgive him for that. This way, there’s a chance for them. Maybe... 
or is it too late? 


Coming up: Naboo. 


Leave a review please. Thank you! 
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52. Home 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


EndlessNameless: My beta is busy with school and I’m pretty busy myself. It’s hard 
to make our schedules click. 


And yeah, more free time would definitely be great. I would have more time to write 
and work on my freelance projects. I’m trying to finish up a website or at least it needs 
more finishing touches. 


Chapter Fifty Two 
Home 
Naboo 
A few days later... 


Unlike the last time the Supreme Commander step foot on the so called peaceful world of 
Naboo, no blaster shots were fired. By assassins, upset father-in-laws, or his wife for that 
matter. 


At least, not yet. For the moment, Vader assumed nothing. He had learned this after years 
of battles, training, and dealing with his Master. 


Again, the visit was hardly over. But so far, thankfully uneventful. 
Vader was in no mood for drama. 


Nor was Padmé, who was doing her best to enjoy herself and finally get some sleep. 
Between Vader, the twins, and everything else, she doubted anyone in the Palace was 
sleeping. At least, she wasn’t. Though she was hoping to maybe, just maybe catch up on some 
sleep here at home. 


Upon arrival, Padmé and her sister, Sola hugged and soon swapped their offspring. 
Sola had given birth to a healthy baby girl a few months ago. 
This was the first time Padmé had seen her new little niece. 


Cooing and awing over their babies. As did Pooja. Who seemed quite pleased to no longer 
be an only child and also have two more cousins. The only thing she seemed disappointed in 
was that there was not much she could do with now. They were too little to play with her 
dolls, scram ball, up in the tree house, or holo games. At least not right now. 


While Vader disappeared shortly after their arrival. 


Meditating. Thinking about recent events. The future. 
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“We will stay legally married. We will rule the Empire.” Or possibly just one of them. “We 
will take care of Luke and Leia, but that’s it.” 


How Darth Sidious was surely going to find out what Vader had done. Was he ready for 
that impending day? 


Yes, Vader had covered his tracks well, but again, Sidious was smart and had unlimited 
resources. 


Wanting some time to himself. Though not for long. 

“Mr. Naberrie.” Vader watched him out of the corner of his eye. 

At least Ruwee was smart, Vader sensed no blaster on his person. 

Not that he was afraid of his father-in-law. Hardly, but had no desire for trouble. 
Did Ruwee feel the same? 

Thinking back to the first time he came here, he very much doubted it. 


Vader recalled how Padmé said that her father became very quiet after she told he was 
going to be a grandfather again. 


He didn’t remember much after that, except that he had to sit down. 
He hadn’t really believed it. Part of him still couldn’t believe. 


Nor could he believe those two darling angels in his daughter’s arms were Vader’s 
offspring. 


“The children are beautiful.” 


“..yes, thank you.” Vader wasn’t sure what to say. What else to say. What was this? Small 
talk? Father-in-law bonding time? He very much doubted it. 


“Are they your firsts? No other children or gran-?” Ruwee cut himself off. 
Grandchildren? Was that really what he was about to say? 


Vader could have laughed. He was also a bit, horrified. He didn’t want to think or hear that 
word for a long time. He was just getting used to the daily tasks of being a father. When 
Padmé would let him near the children that is. He would help fix their bottles and try to 
change their diapers. Try. The first few fell off, but the last few he had finally gotten the hang 
of it. “Do beings really think I’m that old?” 


Ruwee nodded, “Considering the way you walk sometimes, it’s a reasonable assumption.” 


Vader paused, it was something he needed to work on when he became Emperor. “Fair 
enough, but it is actually an injury.” After the death of his Master, Vader always planned to 
have new prosthetic legs replace the... his Master made him wear. Vader had his legs 
replaced once before, but they were even worse than the previous pair. Apparently Palpatine 
thought of it as some sort of game. 


Until then, Vader made the most of it. Also, he used the way he walked in public to his 
advantage. Enemies often underestimating him and his abilities. 
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“While I do not wish my actual birth age public, I will tell that I am younger than your 
daughter.” By almost five years. 


Ruwee stared in disbelief. Then shook his head. “I don’t believe you,” He said with what 
sounded a snort. 


Vader cocked an eyebrow. “No?” 


Vader briefly pulled down his hood. Revealing his long, curly blonde hair. His scars 
including his damaged ear. 


Underneath all the scars, Ruwee could see a human male. Which he expected. With 
Palpatine’s growing distaste for non human beings, he could not imagine any other species 
serving him. 


But he... 

He was young. 

Hell, he was just a boy. 

By Shiraya, what had the Emperor done to him? And at such a young age for that matter. 


“T’m a lot of things Mr. Naberrie, but not a liar.” Truthfully he had never been much of 
one. 


“~..uh-huh,” Ruwee quietly said. He was hardly convinced of that. Maybe the boy had 
been honest about this, but next time? Who knows. 


He thought about asking more questions. Like if Vader truly loved Padmé. 
Though Ruwee wasn’t sure he wanted to know the answer. 


Actually he really didn’t need to, he had a feeling that he already knew the answer to that 
question, and if they were reciprocated. 


Ruwee supposed what he just saw might explain some of said feelings. It would explain 
some of what Padmé saw him. Some sort of wounded animal? A similarity? A connection 
even? That like her, he was another victim of Palpatine. Both longing for vengeance and the 
Throne itself. 


That and coupled daughter’s lust for power and naturally powerful men. 


Even still, that still didn’t mean he had to like Vader. Understand and perhaps empathize 
yes, but like? No. 


Ruwee wanted to say, to ask more, but thought best not to. He also fearful he might lose 
his temper. “T’ll see you at dinner.” 


“Mr. Naberrie.” Vader nodded. Also relieved. 


Meanwhile... 


They had just arrived under an hour ago. 
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Padmé asked Pooja how was doing in school. 


Pooja shrugged as she studied her new cousins and showed her Aunt Padmé her new pet 
voorpak. 


Sola then mentioned how Pooja had high test scores. Most similar to Padmé at that age. 


“It’s a Naberrie gene.” Ruwee had boasted. So proud of his granddaughter. “One that 
seems to have passed on to all the women in the family.” He said as he kissed Sola. 


Padmé laughed. That sounded like their father. More like the father they knew before that 
awful day so long ago. 


Sola then mentioned that Darred was offworld on business, but left a message saying how 
much he missed them and longed to meet his new niece and nephew. Sola also knew he didn’t 
like being offworld when Vader was here. 


Finally, Sola told her sister what she named her new baby. 
Padmé found herself a little dumbfounded. “You named her what?” 
“Rybal,” Sola answered with a smile. With a touch of sadness. 


The name was certainly not found in any Naboo baby books and probably not found in 
many birth certificates. But Sola and Darred knew what the name meant. As did all the 
Naberries. 


The name was a concoction of Jobal, their mother and Ryoo, the names of their 
grandmother and Sola’s unborn daughter. 


“That’s... that’s beautiful.” Padmé did not know what else to say. 


“So are Luke and Leia.” Luke was obviously named after their paternal grandfather, Luke 
Naberrie. While Leia... “And Leia’s after the flower?” Sola guessed. 


Though since when did her sister enjoy any of Naboo’s vegetation or horticulture. Beside 
the family gardens here at Varykino, Padmé could have cared less about plants. 


Padmé got really quiet. She tried to put words together, but could not seem to find the 
ability. 


“Glad your home,” Sola said, changing the subject. Actually she had already said this 
earlier, but couldn’t think of anything else to say. 


“Me too,” Padmé said quietly. 

She seemed sad. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Tt’s nothing.” Padmé paused then nearly shrugged. “Nothing, everything’s fine.” 
‘Fine’ usually meant that it was anything but fine. 


“Ts it?” Sola asked. 
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“T don’t know. I don’t know!” Padmé paused for several moments. Trying not to tear u;. 
“He’s done things... almost done something that I’m not sure if I can ever forgive.” Or trust 
him for that matter. 


That did not surprise Sola. “Did he... hit you? Use the... Force on you or the twins 
somehow?” 


“No, no, Padmé assured her.” Nothing like that. “Granted there were times he was... they 
were... terrible to one other. Force choking her. When she shot him. When she tricked him 
then he tricked her right back. 


“Then what was it?” 
Padmé shook her head. “I don’t want to talk about it.” 


Sola sighed. “Look, I’m not saying...” What was she saying? Sola could not tell Padmé to 
forgive Vader. In her personal opinion, Vader was being who deserved no forgiveness. And 
really, she couldn’t tell her sister do anything. One, she was an adult and two, she would 
never listen. “I’m not sure what to say. Maybe if you’d tell me...” But she knew she would 
not. “But I am here.” 


Padmé knew she also better say this. In case, she never came home again. “I know I don’t 
say this enough, but I love you sis,” 


Sola’s eyes widened. She could not remember the last time Padmé uttered those three 
words. If ever. “I love you too,” Said Sola. She knew she should enjoy this moment. She was 
trying to, but she couldn’t. Something was off. 


Why was she saying them? 
Why now? 


Later... 

Vader walked away so many meters away from Varykino. Hopefully far enough from... 
He stopped. Seeing someone, not a relative, and not someone he expected to see. 
Mother? 

But there she was. 

Walking west, into the sunset. 

And she was... leaving? 


“Mother?” Vader could not believe what he was seeing. “A dénde vas?” Where are you 
going? 


“Casa,” Mother replied. That meant home. 


“No se puede dejar.” You cannot leave. Vader insisted. “I need more training.” He said in 
Galactic Basic. It was almost time. He could feel it in the Force. The way everything lined up. 
It would happen sometime after they returned to Coruscant. 
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“No, no more training need you.” She clumsily replied in Galactic Basic. ‘Need you... 
confidence.’ He had all the talent and training required. Really there was nothing more she 
could teach him. “Believe in you.” Yourself as she meant. 


But Vader knew what she meant. 
“Time go for me.” She finished. 


Vader raised a brow. Had she been quietly learning Galactic Basic all this time. Or who 
knows, maybe she could talk all along. 


“Goodbye, Lord Vader. May your Force with you.” 
Vader just stood there as he watched her disappear into the the distance. Along with sun. 


And he hoped it was. 


Coruscant 
Weeks later... 


While Vader didn’t know if the Force would truly be with him on that impending day. He 
knew the Force was with his children. 


Especially Luke who was still resting in his arms. He didn’t seem to want to go to sleep. 
Or leave his father’s arms. 


Luke squeezing his father’s finger. 
“Leia asleep?” 


Vader nodded, “She’s out.” Gesturing to the sleeping infant below. Dressed in her cute 
little white outfit. “While Luke is a little fussy or was.” 


“Hm,” Padmé observed her daughter lying in her crib and then her son in her husband’s 
arms. She ran her fingers over his golden hair. Placing a finger in his small but firm right 
hand. “He seems fine now.” 


Noticing the grip, “He’s incredibly strong,” Vader said. 

“Like his father,” Padmé looked at Vader. 

“And his mother.” 

Touching her cheek. 

Closing her eyes. 

How was Luke already in his crib? How had she not noticed? 
And why did she feel like crying. 


Maybe her hormones were still not right from the birth. 
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Continuing to caress her face. Vader wasn’t sure if this was wise. Her words ringing in his 
ears. “We will stay legally married. We will rule the Empire. We will take care of Luke and 
Leia, but that’s it.” But she wasn’t pulling away or asking him to stop. 


Nor was Padmé sure she wanted him to. 

os Ir 

Communications beeped. Waking them both from the moment. 
Padmé closed her eyes as she began to pull away. “Better get that.” 


Vader made fists as he walked over the communications device. He paused as he read the 
short message. 


Padmé also noted how still he became. “What is it?” She hesitantly asked. 
“Tt’s a message from the Emperor.” Vader replied very somberly. “He wishes to see me.” 
Padmé’s eyes grew. 


“He knows.” 


Dun! Dun! Dun! What do you think? 
I feel very repetitive at this point, but I’m sorry for taking so long. 


I didn’t really like this chapter much, and I’m still not entirely sure about it. I had 
writer’s block, because it took awhile to come up with ideas to get things going. Then 
there’s work where I stand all day long, ask the same few repetive questions, take crap 
from impatient and sometimes unkind people. So when I come home, I’m tired. I try to 
sit down and work, but end up surfing the web and watching Youtube videos. I also had 
my computer worked on so I could have more storage space to work and now I caught 
the flu from my parents. 


What did you guys think of Rogue One? I liked it. I think I like it a bit more than The 
Force Awakens, but that’s just me. Also, it still can’t believe Carrie Fisher is gone. 


In this alternative universe, I can’t ever see Ruwee ever quite liking Vader. And 
before some of you get mad at him, just look at things from his perspective. 


Trivia: A lot of this was kind of last minute. That’s another reason why it took so 
long. I just knew I wanted to visit the Naberries one more time and line things up for the 
end battle. Next, the name Rybal is my own little creation. At first I didn’t care for it, 
but it’s grown on me. 


Speaking of the next chapter, again the final battle begins. Also, someone returns. 
Any guesses? 


Please leave a review. 
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53. Goodbye 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Chapter Fifty Three 
Goodbye 
“He knows.” 


Padmé Amidala-Vader could not lift her head up for a long time. She did not want to, 
knowing what she must face when she did. 


He knew? 
How? 


Granted, yes, Palpatine was clever. A powerful being with unlimited resources. But she 
was sure Vader was most cautious when making his deal with the Yinchorri. 


Yes, the time was at finally upon them and she had practically been hoping for it. 
“There’s never going to be a right time. You’re afraid! You’re afraid to kill him, Anakin!” 


Finally, Padmé found the strength to, “I see.” She did her best to fight off the single tear 
that was trying to leave her eye. She had to say something or felt like she had to. She then 
turned around. Unsure what to do. Unsure of what she might do. 


Scream. 

Cry. 

Run. 

But to where? 

And what good would it do? 


No, no, no. Padmé was stronger than this. She had been the Queen and Senator of Naboo. 
A cunning politician. The Grand Viizer. The wife of Darth Vader. She survived hell all those 
years at Varykino and the years of torment from her brother. She would survive this. 


Vader sighed. Her emotions were not helping. “I’m going to get ready.” 


He thought nothing of screaming or crying, but running? Yes, yes it was tempting. But 
there was no he could go and it was extremely cowardly. He would rather die than run off like 
some coward. 


Nor was he sure what else to say. 
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Darth Vader took the turbolift down. The usual brief ride suddenly seemed so... so long. 
He looked down at his boots and the tiled floor. 


“Hmph.” He never noticed the small chunk of tile missing in the floor before. He supposed 
that would have to be fixed... if he made it back. 


Vader put on an old light weight tunic and robe. He thought about wearing some kind of 
armor, but it would only slow him down. 


This tunic was also old, a bit worn, and holey. But anything new would be uncomfortable 
against his skin. 


He looked at his collection of heads. 
Vader looked forward to adding another to his collection. 


There was one more pressing matter to see before he left. 


Moments later... 

Vader wanted to pick them up. 

Hold them. Smell them. Speak to them. 

Say goodbye. 

Say “I love you.” 

Had he ever actually spoken those three words to them or their mother? To anyone? 
Vader supposed Anakin had said them to his mother, but Vader? 

No, never. 

All those things parents would say. Normal parents anyway. 


But Vader would not dare, in fear that they might wake. Nor was he ever going to be 
normal. 


Luke and Leia were soundly sleeping in the crib less than a foot away. 
They were so peaceful. So close. 
They weren’t holding hands or anything. But their arms were touching. 


He sensed they each found that comforting. He supposed that made sense. Since they had 
literally always been together. 


He wondered what that was like? 
To have such a closeness? Connection to someone? 
Vader supposed he’d never know. 


They were sleeping. 
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Vader just could not disturb them. 
He even said goodbye to Luke and Leia. 


“T know we haven’t done much since...” Vader struggled to find the right words. “And I 
understand. I do, but I would like to... that is...” 


Padmé wrapped an arm around. Reached up and kissed his cheek. “This is for good luck.” 
She didn’t know if she really believed in luck, destiny, or any of that. She believed everyone 
made those on their own. 


Vader smiled. 


“T know the Jedi say May the force be with you. So, I suppose the Sith would say may the 
Dark Side be with you.” 


“Tt is,” Vader said confidently, but no too confidently. He didn’t want to sound arrogant 
when he faced Tyranus that first time. “And I want to... I just...” 


“Just come back.” Padmé pleaded. Come back. “Breathing him in. She prayed she would 
get to do this again.” And don’t come back... as something... someone worse than him.” 


Vader thought of that one vision he had months... a year ago he supposed. 


What she afraid she might die after he finished Palpatine? Was she afraid of him 
somehow? She still had her fears, mostly stemming from what could have, but did not happen 
to Luke and Leia. 


No, she feared he would end just like Palpatine. 
Cruel. Sadistic. Power hungry. 
Leaving no room for her. 


It made him think of the story of Darth Malgus. How he to choose between his love of the 
Dark Side, his duties to the Sith, and his love for a Twi’lek. The latter lost. 


If and when he proclaimed victory over his Master, he might become drunk with power 
and the Dark Side. 


The Dark Side would make him his property. 
Unless he beat the Dark Side to it. 

Could he? Would he? 

He hoped. He had to. 


Padmé watched him as his shuttle got smaller as it went into the distance. 
What if this was the last time she ever saw him? 


In one sense or another. 
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On one hand, Palpatine could kill him. Meaning her death was imminent shortly afterward. 
That or Palpatine might keep as some kind prize to further torture or marry off to Shiraya 
only knew who. 


Worst of all, it would mean he would take Luke and Leia with him as his new apprentices 
to raise and groom. 


On the other, what if Vader was triumphant? But became just as vile as Palpatine? Drunk 
on his newfound power and the Dark Side. That would leave no room for her and she would 
surely be killed. 


She had a bad feeling about this. 


“Kark it.” Padmé said. No way was she staying here. Not with her future and the future of 
her children on the line. She had to do something. 


And she did. 
She made a few private and secretive comms. 
“T need your help.” She said to the identical Clone Trooper captains. 


Padmé told them what had just transpired. What she was about to do. What she wanted 
them to do. 


Rex and Cody looked to one another. Vader had ordered to make sure Padmé and the 
children remained here. They were not to leave until Vader told them to. Disobeying orders 
would not bode well for them. It almost cost them their lives the first time. Then again, Vader 
may not be coming back at all. And that too would bode well for them either. The Senator 
would be killed. They would surely lose their ranks as Captains and returned to their lives as 
Troopers, or worse. 


“Do you have something better to do?” Padme said. She was now dressed in a black cloak, 
clearly armed with weapons underneath the black material. 


“Hut’uuns!” Padmé said under her breathe. A Mandalorian curse for cowards. 


Rex and Cody looked to one another. They had a bad feeling about this. 


The Throne Room 

Darth Sidious tapped his fingers impatiently. 

At long last, Lord Vader arrived. 

“Ah, there you are, my apprentice. Late as usual.” Darth Sidious said under his breathe. 


“T am no longer be your apprentice.” Vader said in a loud voice. Loud enough that any 
noise from the servants or any being nearby had quickly ceased. 


There. 


He said it. 
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I said it. 
The words Vader had rehearsed and rephrased so many times and for so long. 


“Oh, really?” Darth Sidious said with mocking surprise. “Hm, did you decide this before 
or after you sent the Yinchorri?” 


Vader did not answer. He did not see the point. 
Could they just cut to the chase—the battle already? 


“But that’s quite alright.” Sidious’s smile grew under his cowl. ‘Like so many of our 
precursors,’ Bane, Tenebrous, even Lord Vader himself. “I have an alternative.” Palpatine 
waved a signal to his servants who opened the doors to one of his private training chambers. 


Vader could have snorted. “I am far more powerful than your Inquisitors.” It was beneath 
him. He could have fought them with one hand tied behind his back. 


“Oh, no. No, Lord Vader, I have someone much better in mind. Someone I had been saving 
for awhile now.” Someone far more poetic. 


Palpatine waved his hand to signal the guard to open the twin doors. 
Vader had a bad feeling about this. 

The Red Guard opened the doors and departed the area. 

And he was right. 

A hooded figure entered through the door. 

The figure lifted back her hood. 

Glowing yellow eyes met his. 

And those eyes belonged to a Torguta. 


To Aventra. 


Yes, I know it’s short. Probably not worth the looong wait, but I’ve had writer’s block 
and I’ve been really busy. But I finally decided to divide the last few chapters up and 
that’s helped my writers block. That and I’ve had little time to work in any case. 


Trivia: Can’t think of anything. Questions? 


Since I’m dividing the last two chapters up there will probably be at least 3 to 4 more 
chapters left, but let’s not ahead of ourselves. I’m just hoping to finish. 


Please leave a review. Thank you. 


Also is anyone still interested in a one shot sequels? 
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54. The Smiling Victor 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 


Over 700 reviews now! Thank you to everyone who has left a review. It’s quite 
exciting and amazing! :D 


Chapter Fifty Four 
The Smiling Victor 
A few moments later... 


“Aventra,” Darth Vader’s respirator clicked as it hid his astonishment. He put his hands on 
his hips. “You survived.” 


Lord Aventra was once known as Jedi apprentice Ahsoka Tano. She was the former secret 
apprentice of Darth Vader. 


Was. 


The Torguta was until had come to the conclusion that Vader’s new wife, Padmé would be 
the undoing of them, the Sith. She then tried to assassinate her, until Vader intervened. 


She and Vader then dueled. Leaving the Vader the natural victor. While Vader had to admit 
she had an edge with her youth, quick pace, she was no match for his power and experience. 


“Surprised?” Aventra’s eyes golden eyes glowing even more brighter than Vader’s. 

“I shouldn’t be,” Vader said. 

“But you are.” Aventra smirked arrogantly. Oh, this was going better than she anticipated. 
Deep down Vader was a little. 


On the other hand, Vader had felt that short chapter in his life, his apprentice Aventra was 
over. Then again, the Clone Troopers had never found a body, but on Coruscant, that was 
anything but a surprise. While the upper levels were full of glamor and wealth, the lower 
levels may have been the Outer Rim. Full of crime, drugs, or anything a being wanted. 
Corspes found by security were often picked clean, even thrown in the trash compactors. Any 
security cameras troopers and security personnel tried to install were gone within a day. 
Picked clean and sold at the nearest loan shop. 


He supposed this was the epilogue. 


Darth Sidious gestured his hands to explain. “Much like you and Lord Tyranus, you will 
duel Lord Aventra. The winner will be my apprentice.” The plan was clean and simple. 
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Vader wanted to roll his eyes. Had they not been through this before? He also began to 
wonder if Sidious and Aventra might team up... but decided against that. Sidious would only 
leave the comfort of his Throne if he had to and Aventra lost. 


“T will no longer serve you.” Vader said. Again. “I will die before I kneel before you 
again.” 


Sidious’s glare clearly stated, that can be arranged. 


Vader eyed Sidious right back, “I have beaten her before.” Was this really necessary? Were 
they both simply hoping Vader had fallen that far? Were that truly that niave and blinded by 
power?...Or had they fallen themselves? While Vader hoped and prayed to the Dark Side that 
this all went smoothly, he at least wanted something of challenge. 


While Aventra seemed to accept those terms. “My powers had doubled since the last time 
we fought!” She boasted. 


Vader supposed she and Sidious had talked this over long ago. 
Sidious leaned in, curiously anticipating how this would go. 


Vader could have laughed. “I once said the same thing to Count Dooku.” It did not end so 
end well... and he not told her story? As something of a soft warning to her. 


Aventra sneered, “We’ll see.” She activated her twin blood red lightsabers. Feeling the 
cool, but warming hilts in her fingers. 


She could do this. 

She would do this. 

She would be Palpatine’s rightful apprentice and heir. 
Though in Aventra’s mind, she already was. 


Her former Master, Vader was merely some interloper. Much like Maul, he had overstayed 
his welcome. 


Aventra screamed in rage as she ran towards man she once called Master. The man who 
locked her up for nearly a year. The man who killed her friend. The entire Jedi Order. Her 
friend, Asajj Ventress. 


How many more times were they going to go through this? Yes, she was quicker. But he 
was far more powerful and more experienced. But she had learned much more since their 
previous encounter. Another thing that worked towards her advantage, Vader had suffered 
another grevious injury. He was becoming more machine by the day, no wonder Sidious 
longed to replace his powerful Apprentice. 


Still, Vader deepened his breathes as he ignited his single blade. 
And the battle began. 
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Vader blocked all of Aventra’s swings, kicks, and parries. All defensive, little offense. Not 
because he was weak. He supposed he wanted them to think that. Also he was taking his time 
to study her and to allow her to tire. 


He had to admit she had grown more in the Force and physical strength since their 
previous battle. 


But she was still no match for him. 


Really it was such a shame Aventra had tried to kill his wife, otherwise she would have 
remained his Apprentice. Yes, his son or possibly his daughter would have become his 
Apprentice or one of Apprentices when they were older. But his heirs would need servants. 


Between her swings and kicks, he brutually swung and knocked the hilt out of her right 
hand. 


Aventra gritted her teeth as he scooped the hilt up before it could even touch the floor. 
Finally... Vader thought. 

Vader spun the blades like aircraft wings. 

Aventra’s strength seemed to disappear as Vader was hurled powerful strikes at her. 
Somewhere in the endless spins, she found an opening. 

Chopping the hilt of her old lightsaber in half. The two halves dropped to the floor. 
Pity it wasn’t his other hand. 

Using a trick that the Mother taught him. 

Vader ducked and parried. 

Knocking her remaining blade from her hand and into his. 

Instead of panicking, Aventra pulled the ace out of her sleep. 


For half a moment, Vader thought he had triumphed. He was nearly ready to strike her 
down when something sprang from Aventra’s fingertips. 


Blue and white electricity. 
Force Lightning. 
Perhaps Vader’s greatest weakness. 


Sidious had shown it to him. Nor could Vader truly learn. Vader also suspected it was one 
of the many things Sidious was saving for himself, should Vader ever turn on him. Yet he had 
it to Aventra? Then again, Sidious probably felt he could defeat in Aventra in lightsaber 
combat. 


Force lightning had always harmed him and his respirator. 
It knocked him back several paces onto his backside. 


Vader did his best to contain a scream. 
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But he managed to the lightning back from his flesh with the lightsabers. He also managed 
to tilt the lightsabers into an x. 


Then he got to his knees and began taking large paces towards her. 

Closer. 

Closer. 

Aventra screamed in the Force. Pouring everything she had into her Force Lightning. 
Vader almost thought he was going to go deaf listening to her scream into the Force. 
Inching closer, he got right in front of her and... 

He reached. 

The Sith Lighting abruptly stopped. 

Grabbing her flesh. 

Her throat. 

Aventra tried to breathe. 

He wrapped his fingers around her slender neck. 

Aventra made a few smalls noises. 

Gasps. 

She clawed at his face, his chest, his clothes, anything she grab onto. 


And moments later, there was silence as Vader let her limp body fall to the floor. 


Darth Sidious shook his head. 
What a pity. 
What a waste. 


While Sidious had not foreseen the young Torguta winning, he was hoping she would at 
least slow down Lord Vader. He had almost... he searched for the right word, hope? Not 
really a word the Sith used often, but he had hoped Vader would only severely injure the girl. 
She could serve as his apprentice until Vader’s offspring came of age. 


But unfortunately, Vader had triumphed and finished the Torguta off. 
Sidious studied Vader a bit more, from head to the end of his boots. 
He seemed a bit tired but not as tired as Sidious had hoped. 

Finally Vader turned to face Sidious. 

Sidious rose from the Throne. 


No matter. 
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Sidious wingled his arm and the metal hilt fell down his sleeve and into his fingers. 
He would deal with this... this pretender. 

Sidious’s eyes narrowed. 

Anger and frustration washed over him. 

So much potential. 

And Vader continued to throw it away. Everything he had taught him. 

Again, no matter. 


Vader had not one, but two offspring sleeping only blocks away. This time, Sidious would 
train them and this time he would do it himself. 


And he do it right. 


However, until Vader’s offspring were of proper age he would have to find someone to fill 
in as his Apprentice. Not to mention the matter of a Grand Vizier? Or would he keep her 
around awhile longer and simply appoint her officially as the Vizier? He would have to 
ponder more on this later. 


Sidious supposed one of his Inquisitors as his new Sith Apprentice and Supreme 
Commander. Certainly not he wannabe Sith, Malorum. Perhaps the fallen Jedi, Jerec. The 
Grand Inquisitor? Granted, he was non human, but nothing that could not be solved with a 
respirator and hood like Vader. Sidious would have to see which one showed the most 
potential. Then one day in the future, the Inquisitor and Vader’s offspring would duel. Winner 
would become his apprentice. 


Yes, it all seemed so... 
Sidious’ train of thought had stopped when Vader began to do something. 


Vader had known what Sidious had been thinking. That this was going to be easy. That he 
would take his children. Then kill or simply continue to torment his wife. 


Wrong. 

Vader then reached up and ripped off his respirator. 

It hurt. 

But it felt good. 

Really good. 

The fool had not seen it coming. 

Vader smiled... a crooked smile, but still a smile. 

Revealing his face to someone besides his medical droids, his wife, or children. 
Sidious still could not speak. 


“You underestimate me, my Master. You always have.” The respirator fell to the floor with 
a single thump. “Now’s let’s end this.” 
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*gulp* It is on! 
Coming up: Okay, it looks like there are two more chapters, plus an epilogue. 


Please don’t forget to leave a review. Once again, thank for all the reviews. :D 
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55. Die 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 
I’ve grown quite fond of this chapter. 


And just a reminder, this story is rated T for Teen. There will be violence in this 
chapter. 


Chapter Fifty Five 

Die 

“Now let’s end this.” 

A moment later... 

Darth Sidious’s golden eyes narrowed. 

How long had Lord Vader been keeping up this facade? Months? Possibly years? 
Questions began building in his magnificent mind. 

How had Vader kept this from the medical droids? 

That also meant he must have known about cameras placed all over Vader’s home. 
Did Amidala know? Probably. 

Had Aventra? Yet she failed she to reveal this tidbit. 


What else was Vader keeping from him? An another Aventra perhaps? Had he 
reprogrammed the medical droids somehow? 


Unlikely, Darth Sidious had a safety built in so Vader could not reprogram them without 
his knowledge. So the medical droids did not know. The droids reported his every rise and 
decline in Vader’s health. His vitals. His habits. Anything he might have eaten or drank, such 
as the ounces of wine he drank. Even the number of times he had intercourse with Amidala... 
supposedly, Sidious had suspected they did not actually start having relations until so many 
months into their marriage. 


“JT must say Lord Vader, most impressive. Well done.” And he rarely gave compliments. 
He occasionally gave one to Maul. Maybe one or two to Lord Tyranus, despite his age, Maybe 
one or two to Tyranus. the man truly was a skilled duelist. 


In fact, Darth Sidious almost clapped. Almost. 


Despite all of Sidious’s knowledge and power, he had not seen that coming. He should 
have. 


328 


He was almost... proud, but also disturbed. 


Vader had used deception. Maybe he wasn’t entirely hopeless after all, but that still wasn’t 
going to make Sidious change his mind. No, regardless of Vader’s little trick, he still had to 
die. 


Sidious raised his pale slender fingers. 


Blue lightening crackled from Darth Sidious’s fingers. He then hurled a storm of crackling 
blue and violet lightning at Vader. 


Vader held up his lightsaber. Teeth gritted. Doing everything he could to hold the storm at 
bay. His lightsaber gave him some protection, but only so much against a magnitude of Force 
lightning. It was not going to last. 


“Your little secret won’t be enough to save you Lord Vader.” What a waste. 


It was not first time Sidious had used Force Lightening on Vader, but it would be the last 
time. 


The few Sidious had used Force Lightening in the past in was only for a few brief 
moments. He only wanted to punish or discipline Vader briefly, not severely damage him. 
Long periods of electrocution could result in disfigurement or death. 


Presently, Sidious hoped for both. 

Showing Amidala her husband’s disfigured corpse would be quite amusing. 
Oh, how Sidious could just hear her screams. 

Even her quiet somber emotions would be enough to suffice him. 

Speaking of Amidala, what would he do with her after this? 


“Maybe this time I won’t give her to one being.” He goaded with sinister smile plastered 
across his face. “Maybe the officers could take turns.” Maybe he would even take his turn. He 
had not been with a female in quite some time. Then be done with her. 


Or would he lock her away until the twin offspring were old enough to kill her. 
Yes... 


“NO!” Vader roared behind his crimson blade and through the zaps of blue bolts. “She’s no 
longer yours to torment.” 


“Everyone is mine to torment.” Darth Sidious growled. “The Galaxy is mine.’ He 
bellowed. “Everything and everyone in it is mine.” 


More lightning was starting to seep through. 
Vader could no longer contain the agony, finally howling in pain. “AHHHAAHHH!” 


“Oh, poor Vader.” Darth Sidious said with glee. He had not heard Vader scream since he 
was a boy. He had always put up such a brave front. “All alone. No mother. No apprentice. 
No wife. No one... no one to save you.” 


“WRONG!” Someone shouted. “He’s not alone!” 


329 


Darth Sidious nearly muttered an “oh, no” as he looked to see who it was. 
The being he hated most in the whole Galaxy. 

The last living reminder of his father. 

Amidala. 


She wore a simple black jumpsuit and a grey utility belt with an off-black shawl, and 
sported an intricately looped hairstyle which kept her hair at the back of her head in a bun and 
out of the way, thus preparing her for action. In addition, she wore a silver armband that 
signified her political service. Her brown-colored boots included light shin armor and a firm 


grip. 
And like she always had, she had come to spoil everything. 
Not today. 


As soon as Vader was detained or even dead, he would deal with this pest. 


Marching into the Throne Room, into this battle, Padmé did not know what she was 
thinking. 


She had always been fearless. This was probably boarding on sheer madness. Some had 
argued she had begun to lose it after Varykino, perhaps they were right. 


Enough of them. 

She could do this. 

She would do this. 

She would distract Palpatine. 

Somehow. 

She supposed her presence would do that. 

But then what? 

He was bound to kill her, or kill Vader then her... or the other way around. 
Okay, think. 

How could she help Vader? 

Luke... Leia... No... Can't... 

...-and how could she not think about today’s outcome? 


What Padmé was not thinking about was the future and more importantly, the twins. She 
did not want Palpatine to sense that they were in thoughts. For if won this final battle for the 
Throne, he would want them. After searching high and low, for the rest of his potentially 
indefinite reign. She planned to make sure that would happen. However, if Vader fell by 
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Palpatine’s hand, she would bite down and hard on the emergency poison chip plated in the 
back of her mouth, it would kill her in less than five seconds. 


If Vader won, then that was a far better outcome than Palpatine... wasn’t it? Padmé was 
not entirely convinced. She feared he would sink too far into madness. Into the Dark Side. 
She would decide immediately and if necessary kill him while he was still drunk on his 
newfound victory. 


Take the Throne for herself, but without Vader that would be extremely dangerous. 


If it became too dangerous and messy, she may disappear into the night and reunite with 
her beloved twins. 


Could she do that? Give up the Throne, everything she worked long and hard for? For 
those two small bundles? 


. yes. 
No, she must not think of them. 


Truth be told, she did not even know where they were, but they were hopefully off world 
by now. Going in separate directions as she instructed her handmaiden. 


She just sent Dormé off with the twins. She would keep one child, find and give another to 
Mother. Then they would each go as far away as possible and hide. If she and Vader lived, 
they were instructed to come out of hiding as soon as possible. Unless Padmé said a certain 
phrase in public, it was insurance, should Vader fall too deep into darkness. She would do 
everything to make sure Luke and Leia grew happy and far away from the Dark Side. 


Padmé did not know if it would work. 
Palpatine had spies everywhere. So did Vader. 
But she would do everything she could. 


But if she were to die, she at least die with hope that her children had a fighting chance to 
escape Palpatine’s clutches. 


Use your surroundings. 

Using both her hands, Padmé began firing up into the air. 

At first it did little damage and only puzzled glances from Palpatine. 
After dozens of shots the ceiling began to make a noise. 

Crack! 

The stone began to crumble. 

Then fall. 


Padmé began running. She was going to need cover. Which the Throne Room did not 
really feature, there were some pillars. 


She looked around frantically. The strongest object was of course, the Throne itself. 
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Sidious had no choice but to stop electrocuting Vader, who slumped onto the floor. 
He had no desire to be crushed by pieces of the ceiling. 


Using the Force, he stopped them mid air. The pieces of stone and duracrete ranged from 
large to small. 


Holding the smaller pieces in the air with his left hand, Sidious closed his eyes as he used 
his right hand to place the largest piece atop of Lord Vader. Between the pain of the 
electrocution he was not going anywhere. Regardless, Sidious was taking no chances and 
placed the large, maybe three hundred pound piece of duracrete on top of Vader’s chest. Who 
knows, maybe it would crush and kill him. Wouldn’t that be lovely, but no, Sidious could still 
sense Vader’s life Force. 


Opening his eyes, he shot the smaller pieces at Amidala, who cowered behind the Throne. 
His Throne. 
What was she up to? 


As he looked down to brush the dust from his robe, he asked, “Do you really think you can 
stop me?” 


“My dear brother, I’m not here to stop you.” Amidala said mysteriously, “Just distract 
you.” 


Sidious raised his head. 

From what? 

Crack! 

The largest window in the Throne Room shattered. 

Bang! Bang! 

Twin cables flew past the broken glass and clung tightly to the wall. 


Blue blaster bolts began filling up the Throne Room. 


One might think the source was a small garrison of troops, but no. 
Just two. 
Two was enough. 


Two lone Clone Troopers flew into the room sliding down some cables they had fired into 
the room. 


This was bloody clanking insane. 
Firing against Emperor Palpatine. 


The Emperor. 
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Again, insane. 


Too late now. They had already landed on the Throne Room floor and untied their safety 
straps. 


“GUARDS!” Emperor Palpatine cried as he scurried out of the way of the blaster fire. 


Alerting his famous Crimson Red Guards just outside the doorway. Dealing with these 
Troopers was beneath him. He looked back at Vader and the Throne where Amidala hid, he 
had bigger problems. 


Rex and Cody kept firing. Fingers never leaving the triggers of the blasters. 
They were all surely going to die. 
Why had they agree to this again? 


Grand Vizier Amidala-Vader persuaded them to join them in battle against the Emperor. 
They could have said no. That was their right. Lady Vader even gave them that option. Which 
they were going, until she had pointed out if she and Vader died today, there was a good 
chance they would also be killed since the Emperor would likely wipe out any beings 
connected to them. At best, they could hope to go back to their old lives as disgraced 
Troopers. 


No way were they were going back to that nightmare. They would rather die. 


Even so was it still right? Rex and Cody hadn’t been sure exactly what they were going to 
do, but they weren’t going to let Lady Vader die. However, they were not supposed to fight 
with fellow troopers or any Imperials, especially the ones who out ranked them. Like the 
Emperor’s Crimson Red Guards. 


“We’ll make an exception.” They said to Lady Vader. 
Curmetly, six Red Crimson Guards raced their way. 
Outnumbered. 

It was only a fool’s chance. 

Again they kept firing. 


Cody managed to shoot one of them down. First, by shooting him in the legs and then 
twice to the chest and head. 


Rex managed to injure three, but regardless, they kept right on running. 


As for the other two, they led the pack. Nothing was standing in their way. They had a 
duty. 


So did Cody and Rex. They were threatening the life of the Grand Vizier, who Lord Vader 
had instructed them to protect with their dying breathes. Even from their Lord and Emperor 
Palpatine. 


Cody grinned, “Light ’em up.” 


Rex nodded. Flipping the switch on his flamethrower pack. 
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Whoooosh! 
The two leads fell to flames. 
The remaining trio zig zagged. Going left and right to avoid the flames. 


Rex moved the heavy projector that resembled a bulbous blaster rifle in the direction of the 
pair of guards on the left. 


He got one of the them, but the other managed to duck behind his fallen comrade. 
The guard put up a fight. Using a series of punch and kicks. 

Rex managed to dodge them them and was able to fire his flamethrower once more. 
The guard ducked and moved, but in the end, his robes caught fire. 


Rex watched from meters away where the guard finally fell to the floor, where he was 
roasted do death. 


Rex’s victory was short lived by a gruesome sound. 

Swish! 

A blade went through Cody’s stomach. 

Rex had been so busy with the pair of guards, he hadn’t noticed Cody needed help. 
“Cody!” Rex cried. 


Before he fell, Cody stabbed the Crimson guard in the shoulder. Then Rex punched him 
and lit the final Red Guard up. 


As the guard fell, Rex rushed to his brother’s side. “Cody?” 
His eyes were sealed shut. 


Rex searched for a pulse. Any sign of life... nothing. “...oh, Cody.” Rex cradled his 
brother in arms. 


Earlier... 


After Cody and Rex crashed through the window, blaster in arm, Padmé slowly came out 
from behind the Throne and snuck over to Vader. 


After getting a better look at him, she even wondered if he was alive. 


The slab of duracrete must have been about one by two meters. Hundreds of pounds, there 
was no way on earth she move it. Even budge it. 


“Blast.” She knelt down. ‘Vader?’ Padmé touched his face. It was covered in dust and 
debris. “Anakin, can you hear me?” She knew how much he hated her using his childhood 
name. However, maybe he’d hear it and use that anger to his advantage... no answer. 
“Damn.” She slid her fingers down to his neck. Searching for a pulse... he had one, but it felt 
fragile. 
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As far as she could tell, nothing was broken, but only his head, neck, and upper shoulders 
were visible. Everything else was blanketed by the debris. 


But who knows what that large piece of duracrete had done to him internally, possibly 
even damaged his weakened lungs. 


Padmé cursed her foolishness. Of course, Palpatine would turn her plan against Vader. 
She sighed. There was no way she could lift the duracrete off of him. 
She looked down at the blaster in her hand. 


She started firing her blaster once more. Hoping to break the duracrete up into smaller 
pieces and free Vader, but then what? He was not conscious. Nor did she know the extent of 
his injuries and she only knew a little in terms of medical treatment thanks to the Clone Wars. 


The duracrete began to break into smaller pieces. She panted as she began clawing her way 
through the smaller ones. Throwing them off to the sides. 


“T need you to snap out of it. Please!” She cried through her teeth. ‘Please.’ She pleaded as 
knelt down beside him. Their foreheads meeting, “Please.” 


She looked as she heard one of the Troopers cry, “Cody!” 
No. 


As Padmé looked up to see Sidious laugh, she failed to notice Vader pull a hand free from 
the debris, then pull it back. 


Darth Sidious locked eyes with Amidala. 
Was that all? 

That was what she had “distracted” him from. 
At least Vader had an army of Yinchorri. 


The pair of Clone Troopers versus his guards had been amusing to watch. Then disturbing 
since two lone troopers managed to defeat six of his guards, but he would get to that later. 


Now where were they? 

Ah, yes. 

Lightning crackled from his fingertips. 

Covering the Throne Room once more in blue, violet, and chaos. 

The surviving trooper and Amidala screamed in pain as the bolts found them. 
Both crouched on the floor in pain and horror. 


“You pitiful fools,” Sidious’s voice thundered. ‘Did you really think you could defeat 
me? Me? The ruler of the Galaxy. The most powerful being in the whole universe!’ The 
most powerful Sith Lord who ever lived. “The Sith’ari!” Lightning swirled all around the 
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room. “The Force obeys my every whim. I will—” He was cut off mid sentence. Pieces of 
stone and duracrete hit the pale man in the skull. 


The lightening storm engulfing the room began to cease. 


The trooper passed out from the pain. While Amidala tried to keep her head up, to see 
what was happening. 


Sidious was also trying to understand, and he soon did. 

Darth Sidious heard a familiar humming nearby. 

At first, he did not even feel anything. 

Suddenly he felt like his back was on fire. 

Pain? 

He was a Sith Lord. He usually turned pain into a weapon, but this... this was different. 
He could not breathe. 

He looked down, frozen in horror. 

A glowing red blade was sticking out of his chest. 

The end of a lightsaber blade. 

Then he felt the burn. The stinging ache where his heart had been. 
Shock. 

What was happening? This... this could not be happening. 

For he was the most powerful being in the Galaxy. 

Then... nothing. 

He tried to turn his head. 


He saw Lord Vader, filthy, but free from the debris. Who had clearly impaled him in the 
back with his own lightsaber. 


“.,.Die.” Vader said coldly. Completing his Master’s sentence. 
Sidious’s yellow eyes grew in horror. 


Vader smirked. “Everything that you were... everything that you are... is now mine.” The 
title of Sith Master and Dark Lord of the Sith. The Throne. “Rest easy in your grave, my 
Master.” For it was last time he would ever say those words. 


Vader pulled the blade out of the old man’s chest. 
Sidious made a noise. 
Moments passed, Vader watched the life leave his Master’s eyes. 


But that did not satisfy Vader. 
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Could he really be gone? 


Vader had read plenty of stories of the ancient Sith. How they were able to transfer their 
essence into their Apprentices. Survive impossible injuries due to immortality. Such 
knowledge was said to be lost. Regardless he was taking no chances. 


Vader swung his lightsaber. 
Separating Sidious’s head from his body. 


Then Vader went for the limbs. First the right arm, for the one his Master had take from 
him. 


Then his other arm and finally his legs. 

Vader then deactivated his lightsaber as collapsed to his knees. 
He had done it. 

I did it. 

“T did it,” He said quietly to himself. 

He had killed his Master. 

He had killed Darth Sidious. His Master. Emperor. 

He heard a noise. 

It was a scream that transformed into a laugh. 

Vader realized it was coming from him. 

He was crying. 

He was laughing. 

Something streaming down his cheeks. 

Water? 

No, tears. 

He quickly wiped them away. 

He had not cried since he was a boy... since his mother died actually. 
Vader wiped them from his face. They weren’t tears of sadness, but of joy. 
He was free. 

Truly free. 

He was shaking. 

He was so... excited. 

Relieved. 


Scared. 
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He had never been free. He had been born into slavery. 

The Skywalkers were owned by Gardulla the Hutt then the Toydarian junk dealer, Watto. 
The young boy, Anakin won his freedom. Then was nearly made a slave to the Jedi Order. 
But no, the Force had a different plan in motion. 

And now here he was. 

Sith Master. 

Iam the Master. 

Me... 

The true Dark Lord of the Sith. 

A shadow lurked over him. 

Someone was behind him. 

No, not Palpatine. 

In a flash, Vader twirled to meet as the end of blaster. 

While he pointed the tip of his blade at her neck. 


Vader’s yellow eyes locked with Padmé’s brown eyes. 


Yikes. 


Trivia: Padmé’s outfit is based on her white Geonosis outfit from Attack of the Clones. 


Working chapters were The End and Compliments. I nearly called it Distractions too, but 
I already used that title. I considered killing both Cody and Rex, but decided to just kill 
one. I wanted one of them to be in the sequel. 


What did you guys think of Vader’s lines? How was the fight? Satisfying? I’m still 


not sure I do great at writing those. In my opinion, said things tend to do way visually 
and on screen, but that’s me. 


Coming up: I plan to do Padmé’s perspective on Palpatine’s death in the next 


chapter. Padmé and Vader make their decision. 


Only one chapter to go, but don’t worry, there’s also an epilogue and sequel. 


Don’t forget to leave a review. 
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56. Fireworks 


Thank you for the favorites, follows, and reviews. 
Almost at the end. So much happens in this chapter. 


This chapter starts off with Padmé’s perspective on Palpatine’s death. It also contains 
a few cameos from Legends. Enjoy! 


Chapter Fifty Five 

Fireworks 

A few moments earlier... 

The lightning in the chamber ceased. 

Padmé tried to lift her head. To see what was happening. 


She looked over to her left, Rex had passed out. She hoped he was okay. She’d hate to lose 
someone else on this day. 


Padmé stopped breathing. 

She realized Palpatine wasn’t breathing. 

He was... 

Vader was... 

Her mouth nearly dropped open. 

Vader was stabbing him in the back with his lightsaber. 
Padmé could not move. 


Vader opened his lips, “Everything that you were... everything that you are... is now mine. 
Rest easy in your grave, my Master.” He pulled the blade out of Palpatine’s chest. 


Sidious made a gasping noise. 


Moments passed, Padmé watched Palpatine sink into Vader’s arms. She watched the life 
leave his eyes. 


Padmé could not—did not believe what she was seeing. 
It felt so... so sudden. 
She did not blink. Mouth gapped. 


Was she dreaming? This was usually the part where she woke up. 
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Padmé blinked and looked around. Some dust and debris had gotten in her eyes. 
Which truly had, but was it also tears? 


Yes, she was crying. They were the furthest thing from tears of sadness, but they were not 
tears of joy. 


Was that it? 
Was this really it? 


Padmé always thought that when Palpatine died she would be so happy. That she would 
feel ecstatic. Relieved. 


She did not. 

Why not? 

Again, was it because it was so sudden? 

Because she could not deliver the killing blow herself? That Vader had to do it. 
Possibly, yes. 


Padmé wondered... her eyes lit up as Vader reignited his lightsaber. He swung it again and 
again. Cutting off Palpatine’s head, arms, and feet. 


She still did not feel quite satisfied, but she felt a little better. 

Standing there, watching Vader slice Palpatine to ribbons. Piece by piece. 

It was altogether disgusting and glorious. 

Finally, Vader shut down his lightsaber and fell to his knees. 

Moments passed, Padmé suddenly became worried. 

He did not move. 

It was quiet. 

Too quiet. 

Padmé was about to move closer. Was he alright? Maybe Vader was injured. 
Then Vader started to laugh. 

“Haahahahahehehahaha! ” 

Padmé also thought maybe she saw tears stream down his face, but she could be wrong. 
She then wiped something, probably dust off her face. 


Though Padmé could see his eyes glowing brightly yellow. More brightly than she had 
ever seen them. That did not reassure her. 


“Just come back.” Padmé remembered pleading with him. “Come back... and don’t come 
back... as something... someone worse than him.” 
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Those eyes reminded her more of Palpatine’s yellow bloodshot eyes rather than the eyes of 
the man that was her husband and father to her children. 


Her thoughts naturally went back to Luke and Leia. 


She wondered where they were. Where they could be? They had to be off planet. 
Hopefully halfway across the stars by now. 


Padmé grabbed a blaster off the ground. She looked it for a moment then back up Vader. 
At least Luke and Leia would be safe. 
They would have a chance. 


She took several steps forward then pointed the blaster at him as he pointed his lightsaber 
at her. 


Now.. 

At first, Vader was angry. Then he was confused. 

What in Sith hells was she doing? 

Why was she doing this? 

Was she not grateful? 

He just killed the man that tormented her—both of them for most their entire lives. 

She should be on her knees, thanking him! 

But no, the Senator still was not happy. Now here she was, pointing a blaster at him. 

And what was she planning to do? Kill him? 

While Vader was sore and tired, he could still move quick enough to kill her if need arose. 


But Vader did not... well, that wasn’t entirely true. The thought made Vader’s eyes glow 
more brightly. He was probably still high off his kill and newfound victory. And oh, how easy 
it would be. To finally be rid of her. 


As calmly as he could, Vader asked, “What-what are you doing?” It sounded more like 
growl. 


Padmé did not flinch, “Stopping you.” While her finger did not fire the trigger, but 
remained even closer to it. ‘If you have truly fallen... I lived with one monster all my life. I 
will not live another. Not anymore!’ She was free at last. “Nor will Luke and Leia, especially 
Luke and Leia!” 


Now Vader understood. 
She was afraid he was turning into Palpatine. 


Yes, Vader supposed he shouldn’t be surprised. Yes, she had talked about this earlier. How 
he had to promise to come back and so fourth. But he hadn’t really done anything. It wasn’t 
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like he had attacked her. Maybe it was how he had cut up Palpatine. Though Vader thought 
she might have enjoyed that. 


Or maybe it was how Vader had laughed or his eyes. They were probably glowing brightly. 
Was that what convinced her to do this? He almost raised his flesh hand to touch his face, but 
decided against it. Fearing it might scare Padmé. 


That made him smirk. 


In a way it was pathetic. However, here was the same fearless, strong, cunning woman he 
had married and even come to admire and care for. She knew that she had no chance against 
him, and here she was anyway. 


His hands were shaking. Again, how easy it would be to do this. To kill her. 
Hell, it was what Palpatine wanted him to do. 
Damn him, Vader thought. 


He would make this decision for himself. He was no longer a slave to that man. He was 
free. 


Free to make his own decisions. 

He needed to decide here and now, what did he want? 

Vader wanted to be his own man. He would have that now. Palpatine was no more. 
He wanted the Throne. He wanted power. He never wanted to feel powerless again. 


Vader looked at Padmé again, the question was did he want to share it? Did he love her 
enough? Or did he want it all for himself? Did he love the power more? 


He thought back to his vision from a year ago. 

“TI loved you... but I love the Dark Side more... I’m so sorry...” 
.. M0. 

No, he wouldn’t. 

Couldn’t. 

He deactivated his lightsaber. 

Padmé gave him a quizzical look. 


“Enough,” Vader said, then he threw his lightsaber across the room. “...can’t... I won’t do 
this.” 


Padmé did not move. What was he doing? Was this a trick? This did not seem like Vader. 
Padmé could not wrap her brain around what he was doing. “Come on!” Padmé screamed. 
“COME ON! Let’s finish this.” Deep down they both knew this had been coming. 


“You want it for yourself, take it.” Vader locked eyes with her. “I want it too, but I also 
want you... and I believe you want me too.” If she did not truly care for him then she already 
fired the trigger. 
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Though his mind could not help but fill with doubts, what if she did not want him? 
Because she wanted the Throne for all for herself or because she could not move past his 
actions all those months ago 


What would he do? Could he kill her? 


Padmé lowered her head. 


She did want the Throne. She had wanted for a long time. She wanted to never feel 
powerless again like she had felt for so long. 


But Padmé also longed to no longer be... alone. 


She had long considered making Vader her partner. After all, he would make a powerful 
asset, but she now realized that wasn’t the only reason she wanted him. 


Tears began streaming down her face, her sleeves, and onto the floor. 
Her mask coming off in public after all these years. 


Did he really say just say that? That he wanted her? Even after all they had been through 
together? After everything she had done? 


Even after everything he had done to her, she wanted him. Was that wrong? 
If it was, then so what? Damn anyone who said it was. 

Padmé wanted him to and she wanted to be happy. 

She dropped the blaster to the side. 

Vader reached out and took her into his arms. 


Padmé wrapped her arms him. “I love you... love you!” She said again. It was almost a 
moan. 


“Love you too,” Vader kissed her cheek. 


Padmé continued to cry, moan, and cling onto him. Wrapping her legs around Vader’s 
waist. 


With one hand on her back and the other on her butt, Vader began walking over to the 
nearest wall or was it a pillar? Vader stopped, screw that, he had a much better idea. 


He looked at the Throne. 
Yes... 


While he wanted to sit in the Throne, he decided to let Padmé sit in it first. He already had 
the great victory and after all, marriage was supposed to be about compromise. 


“No,” She quietly said. “Switch.” 


Vader was surprised, but said nothing. He wasn’t going to argue. He certainly didn’t mind 
sitting here. 
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She climbed onto his lap. Her left hand remained behind his neck while her right ran down 
his chest. 


Oh, yes. 
This would work much better. 


They began to exchange feverish kisses. Running their hands in each other’s hair and 
down their backs. 


Padmé’s hands then made her way down to Vader’s belt. 


Yes, whatever was left of he who would not be named was steps away, but at the moment, 
she did not care. 


Nor did Vader, who was clawing at the back of her shawl and jumpsuit. 
It had been so long... 

They did not even hear the approaching boot-steps. 

A man cleared his throat, “Uh... Lady Vader?” 


Padmé’s face reddened. Thank Shiraya they came in when they did and not five minutes 
later. Regardless, she was still mortified. 


She looked to the man in front of her who looked equally mortified. Wondering and 
suspecting what he was going to do. 


“.,.L-Lord Vader?” Was that really him? From the shoulders and down, it was him. But 
none of the Imperials recognized this scarred, but young man before them. 


They did not even recognize the Throne Room. Each of the bewildered men continued to 
look around. It looked like a windstorm had gone through here. 


“My Lord, what happ—?” 
Eyes glowing, Vader made an iron fist. 


A dozen men were flung into the air. Eyes bulging. Shock and panic soaring throughout 
their bodies. Sounds coming from their mouths. Gasps... then nothing. 


Vader let their limp bodies fall to the floor. 


While Padmé wondered if there was something wrong with her. Her husband had just 
killed twelve men and she didn’t even flinch. She wondered how many more she would 
witness. As she made herself presentable, she asked, “I don’t want to start something, but was 
that necessary?” They had done nothing wrong. “I don’t think they can even see the body.” 
There was a pile of debris between the men and what was left of Palpatine. 


“I’m taking no risks.” Vader fastened his pants and belt. “We were never here.” 


Padmé almost paused, but nodded. She understood his reasoning. The public would not 
like it if they knew the current ruler had murdered its predecessor. Granted, many would 
suspect, but suspecting was one thing. Knowing was another. Though how would they 
explain this. “What are you planning to say? Assassination? By Rebel terrorists?” That 
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worked for her. Though could they get away with it? They wanted a smooth transition onto 
the Throne. Nothing long and messy like a trial. 


Vader shrugged, “Possibly.” He had not quite decided. He did not really care. As long as 
the story worked and the public bought it. 


“Are beings really going to buy that we were never here?” Padmé asked. 


Vader did not know. “We need to get away from here.” As quickly and discreetly as 
possible. “We need...” Vader smiled. He thought back to Sate Pestage, “A bomb.” 


Padmé smirked. She knew where to get one. In fact, she had been saving one for two 
certain Senators, but between her pregnancy and everything else that had happened she never 
had the chance to use it. Until now... 


A few hours later... 


Somewhere deep in the Palace, members of Imperial Ruling Council gathered in their 
secret meeting room. A room so secret most did not know it even existed. 


One by one and in no particular order they came crawling into a large, windowless room 
that only contained a long table and some chairs. 


The first to arrive was the Royal Guard officer and aspirant Sith Lord, Carnor Jax. 
Followed by his apprentice, Hand Sarcev Quest. 


A moment later came Palpatine’s longtime aide and associate, Janus Greejatus. He wore 
his usual flimsy hat and matching, outlandish outfit. 


Next was Ars Dangor, he was often seen with Greejatus. Wearing the nearly same 
outlandish hat and outfit 


The newcomer, Verge. He was a human male, barely twenty years old, and rumored to be 
one of Palpatine’s illegitimate offspring. 


Heads turned to see the next attendee. 

Eyes grew. 

“Oh my,” Said one of the beings in the room. 
“Woah!” 

Here was a surprise. 


Jax did not know who said it, but suspected it was Dangor and Greejatus. He could 
understand how Palpatine made them members of the Ruling Council. They were nothing 
more than a couple of school boys, dressed in the most ridiculous attire. Still he looked to see 
who was the latest attendee. 


The Umbaran Force adept and Palpatine’s Senior Administrative Aide during the final 
decades of the Galactic Republic, Sly Moore. She was so rarely seen in the public anymore. 
Even at these meetings. Despite being so rarely seen, some referred to as the her the Queen of 
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the Empire. Since rumor had it, she and Palpatine had were an item. Another rumor had 
circulated that she was the mother of Palpatine’s banished illegitimate three-eyed mutant son, 
Triclops. 


Which would explain the brief look between her and Verge. 


No one dared say anything more. 


Several blocks away... 


Senator and secret Rebel Mon Mothma was sitting in the back of an air taxi on its way to 
the Imperial Palace. To her right, sat her bodyguard and new aid, also rebel sympathizers. 


Mon did not like any of this one bit. Why had Emperor Palpatine summoned her like this? 
Did he know? 


Mon could not see how. Besides if he did, his guards would have already arrested her. She 
would probably be awaiting her execution right now. 


Or was she walking into her own? 
Stop it! Mon thought she stared back out the window at the passing air speeders. 


Really though, even if wasn’t an execution, it had to be some sort of trap. And here she 
was, heading right into it, but it wasn’t like she could say no to the Emperor. 


How Mon wished Bail was here, but he was unable to attend. He had flown back to 
Alderaan. He and Breha had just adopted a baby girl named Winter. 


The driver stopped, they were now at the landing platform. 
Mon, her bodyguard, and aid got out of the air taxi. 
Mon stared up at the Palace for a moment. 


She had a bad feeling about this. 


The Imperial Ruling Council Room 

In silence and awkwardness, the group waited. 

And waited. 

Where was Lady Vader? As Grand Vizier, she should be here. 
Janus kept looking around. Expecting her to pop in any moment. 
He and Ars Dangor exchanged looks. 


This was so unlike her. In the very few meetings that had been held in her time since her 
Viziership began, she was often the first one here and the last to leave. 


And if she could not attend, then Lord Vader—gods forbid should be here. 
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Again, this made no sense. 
More importantly, where was the Emperor? 


He was often the last here, he always liked to make an impression, but he should be by 
now. 


The message said to be here by 1600 hours. 
It was ten minutes past. 
Strange. 


“Any idea on what this all about?” Janus Greejatus whispered. He could no longer take the 
silence. It was too quiet. It was grating on his nerves. 


He felt as if they were a bunch of schooling younglings that had been called into the 
headmaster’s office. 


The Imperial Ruling Council had not met in months. Those months that were growing 
closer to a year. 


Many shrugged. 
Quest looked... nervous. Hands on his head. 


Camor Jax who stood in the corned, arms crossed finally answered, “No one knows 
anything.” Jax said a calm but harsh voice. “Koochu!” He cursed under his breathe. 
Hopefully the Emperor would show up soon. They get down to business, get this miserable 
meeting over with, and then back to their regular duties. He had far more important things to 
do than stand here all day with these beings! 


Quest shook his head. “Lord... Master, something is wrong.” He was beginning to sway 
back and forth in his chair. 


“What is it?” Jax huffed. He was in no mood for his pupil’s nonsense. 
“None of this makes sense.” Quest closed his eyes again. “I see... smoke.” 


Ars and Janus looked around. As if thinking he meant in the present and in a physical 
form. 


Verge and Moore closed their eyes. Trying to see if they could peak past the curtain that 
was the future. 


Jax raised a brow. He pulled his communicator out of his pocket. 
He studied the footage as the Emperor greeted him on the message. 


Ars Dangor got up to take a better look. “Is that the message?” He had only listened to it. 
He hadn’t actually seen on a screen. He narrowed his eyes and raised an accusing finger. 
“That footage is from last week.” 


“What?” Jax exclaimed in a deep, almost annoyed voice. What was he saying? 


“Play it back,” Janus stood up to take a closer look. 
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Jax did not argue and did so with haste. 


“An Imperial Council Meeting will take place this afternoon,” The screen flickered, ‘At 
1600 standard hours.’ The screen flickered again. “Do not be late.” The Emperor said coldly. 


Ars looked to Janus who nodded, “Yes, I recognize parts of it from three or four standard 
months ago.” Sometime before the Vader twins were born. ‘Yes... yes,’ he remembered. “I 
edited the speech myself.” 


Beings around the table exchanged looks. 

Sly Moore stood. Looking uneasy. Even paler than usual. 
Some slicer had scrambled together some footage? 
Someone must have. 

Clearly not Emperor Palpatine. 

But who? Why? 

Was this some game designed by the Emperor? 
Confused faces were exchanged around the room. 
Again, why? 

It made no sense. 

Should they keep waiting? 

“What’s going on?” 

Carnor Jax made his way for the door, “We need to—” 
But it was too late. 


BOOOOOOOOOM! 


Somewhere below... 


Mon could not what she just heard. “You didn’t have to do that.” She wouldn’t leave her 
new baby. 


Bail shook his head. “I think it’s necessary.” Yes, he hated leaving Alderaan. More 
importantly he hated leaving Breha and their new daughter, Winter. 


“Tt might be nothing,” Mon said in an almost hopeful tone. 


“The Emperor summoning us out of the blue is hardly nothing, Mon. I’ll be there as soon 
as I can.” Granted it would hours before he made it back to Coruscant, but he was doing what 
he could. 


Loud noises began to echo. 


“T...” Mon Mothma looked up. Wondering what and where the noise was coming from. 
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“Mon?” Bail said. What was wrong? 


She looked to her aid and bodyguard. The latter grabbed her by the shoulder. “Run... 
RUN!” 


The floors were toppling. Crumbling. 

“Mon, what’s happening?” Bail asked frantically. 

“Tt’s a trap!” She cried. “The Palace! It—it’s collapsing.” 

Bail made a puzzled face. “The Emperor?” That didn’t make any sense. 


“T don’t know.” Mon panted as she ran. “I don’t—” The transmission made a loud noise 
then cut off. 


“MON!” Bail Organa screamed into the static. 


Now... 

Wrapped in a white sheet, Padmé drank her last sip of wine. Smiling. 

Now she felt happy. 

The fireworks. 

Maybe that was just the sex talking. 

Then again, maybe it was the literal fireworks a few blocks away. 

So many of Palpatine’s cronies—known as the Imperial Ruling Council was now dead. 
Dead. 

And the icing on top, Mon Mothma and Bail Organa were buried somewhere underneath! 
Oh, it was a happy day! 

She beamed under her glass. 

All that remained of them was smoke and rubble. 


He walked up behind her. Lowered his head near her shoulder. Watching the magnificent 
view. 


She could not remember the last time she saw him this happy either. 


“Beautiful,” Vader kissed her cheek. “Isn’t it?” He only wore a pair of black pants. He 
wrapped one of his hands around her bare waist. 


It was... or was it? 
Padmé’s smile turned into a frown. 


Perhaps their celebrations were premature. 
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“What if some of them didn’t show up?” Padmé looked to Vader. “Or they figured it out 
and left in time?” They might accuse them. 


“Then I’ll kill them,” Vader shrugged as he drank his third glass of wine or was it his 
fourth? 


If only it were that simple. They would need reasons— legal reasons to kill them. Perhaps 
they could make some up—frame them. For now, they were going to say that Palpatine and 
his cronies all died in a tragic accident. They were still considering setting up Rebel terrorists, 
but since Mon and Bail were hopefully there, they could not say terrorism. 


She turned, seeing Vader working on more wine. Was he just that happy? Or was he 
nervous? “Hm, no more wine. We need clear heads for this evening.” 


Vader scowled as he put the glass down. 


“Have you some idea on what you’|l say?” She had written some sentences down. She the 
ideas in the back of her head, but she had not been quite able to get them out. 


Vader shrugged again. Did it matter? “We could just blow up the Senate too.” He was 
joking, but not entirely. 


They could truly say it was another tragic accident or even the work of a malicious 
terrorist group like the Rebel Alliance. Yes, some would not believe them, but no matter. At 
this rate, who could stop them? Palpatine and the Jedi were no more. The Rebels had just 
suffered two major losses. 


Padmé paused for a moment. It was tempting, but no. “We need the Senate.” She paused 
again. ‘Perhaps one day we could dismiss them.’ When they had finally gone too far. “Until 
more qualified representatives are elected to replace them.” For now, they needed them in 
order to maintain stability and order. Even Palpatine understood that much. “For now we will 
need them during the early days of our reign. We want the public to like and support us... or 
at least tolerate us.” She didn’t really care if they liked her though she preferred it to being 
disliked. That was how Rebels terrorists grew. 


“T suppose.” Vader huffed. 
“Are you nervous?” Padmé asked plainly. 


“Yes,” Vader had never made a speech in public. ‘I haven’t exactly given many speeches.’ 
He had given plenty of orders to the Imperials. Let alone in front of the entire Galaxy. He 
wondered they would say? Would they mock him? Simply fear him? What would happen? He 
had no clue on how this would go and he did not like one bit. He would rather fight the 
Emperor again. “Are you?” He wondered. Maybe she could give him advice. 


“ ..yeah,” Padmé had made plenty of speeches in her time as a politician. First as Princess 
of the Theed, Queen, and Senator of Naboo, but this was the most important one yet. She 
would probably have to make many more before in her lifetime. So many things could go 
wrong. Like a wardrobe malfunction or what her makeup was all wrong? Nevermind that, 
what if the Senate rebelled against them? Yes, it was unlikely, they had the legal means. Vader 
and she through her marriage were next in line. Not to mention the fear they all had towards 
Vader. It was highly unlikely they would say no to him. Still, she could help but worry. 
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Speaking of worry, “When will Luke and Leia be home?” Vader asked as he scrolled 
through his brief notes. 


After they returned to the Palace, they were examined by the medical droids. Padmé then 
informed Vader of what she had done with Luke and Leia. He said very little, but was clearly 
not pleased. However, he was too tired to fight nor did he really want to. He and Padmé then 
proceeded to her bed chamber to finish what they started. 


Twice. 


“We should know by tomorrow.” At the latest. “Dormé should leave me a message after 
our declaration tonight.” Though if they were far away enough it might be hours before such 
news reached some the systems outside the Core. Though Padmé prayed the HoloNet did 
their job tonight. 


Vader scowled. He did not like any of it. His wife was far to trusting towards the 
handmaiden. What if the public transport they took crashed or was raided by Outer Rim 
pirates? What if some random being killed Dorme and took them? They might never see their 
children again. 


Padmé could see him scowling. “Are you angry with me?” He had said very little 
regarding Luke and Leia. She paused, waiting for an answer, she received none so took that as 
a yes. “I want us to be open and honest with one another.” Especially if they were going to do 
this—rule the Empire. 


“T’m not very happy about it.” Vader said plainly. “I understand why you did it and if the 
worst came to fruition...” They would have been safe from Palpatine... maybe. There was 
still a chance that Palpatine or something far worse could have found them. “But I don’t want 
us to fight.” Not on such an important day. 


“Me either.” And she was so thankful he felt the same way. “Here, I’ve done plenty of 
speeches.” She pointed out some of his simpler grammar mistakes. She switched out and 
around some of his phrases. 


“How’s this?” 
Vader put the holopad off the side. “I’m sure it’s great.” 
“What are you doing?” 


They still had plenty of time. The plan was to call an emergency Senate session within 
another hour or two at most. Then they could get ready and go to the Senate. 


Padmé nearly began protesting, but they disappeared along with the sheet she wore. 


Later that evening... 
Senate Building 


Inside the Grand Convocation Chamber of the Senate Building, almost every single 
member and their aids sat on the edges of their seats. Talking amongst themselves. Eager and 
hungry for news. 
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Emperor Palpatine was dead. 

Dead. 

Some were relieved. 

The evil, power hungry tyrant was no more. 


Maybe things could back to the way they were a few years ago. Less laws, restrictions, 
slavery, and taxation. 


Yes, things during the time of the Republic were far from perfect, but things were not this 
bad. 


Others were disappointed. Sad. Worried. 


Not because they necessarily cared for the man, but because they had received great power 
and wealth because of Emperor Palpatine. Or were at least promised. 


They were also worried because what did this mean? 

Darth Vader was now Emperor. 

What would happen? What was he going to do? 

What would happen to his wife, consort Vizier Padmé Amidala-Vader? 

Suddenly they heard a noise. 

The central podium slowly rose out from the ground below. 

As expected, Lord Vader and Lady Padmé Amidala-Vader were standing in the pod. 


All beings sat on the edge of their seats. Mostly quiet, despite a few whispers. They 
starving for news. 


Lady Vader looked up to make eye contact with being throughout the Rotunda, “Good 
evening, ladies and gentle beings.” 


They greeted her back. 


“A few hours ago, there was an explosion at the Imperial Palace.” Lady Vader stated what 
they all knew. “Emperor Palpatine is among the casualties.” 


Padmé let a moment pass before speaking again. 
“His remains were discovered within the last hour.” 
She and Vader were making certain that no autopsy would be performed. 


Preparations for a Galactic funeral were already underway. While Padmé and Vader 
dreaded such a thing, celebrating the life of the man they despised and had controlled for 
most of their lives, they agreed it was a necessary thing to go through. It might look even 
more suspicious if they skipped over such a thing. 


As were the bodies of fifteen other beings who worked at the Palace. “Most of which had 
yet to be identified.” If you have any information regarding their identities please come 
forward and contact the Imperial Coronor’s Office. Dozens more are also missing and at this 
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point assumed dead. “It would probably be days before all the bodies were found. The fire 
brigade was still putting out the fires and would probably spend at least another week battling 
the flames. 


“Senator Mon Mothma is also among the missing. She was also at the Palace.” 
“Bail?” Padmé said quietly. 

He was a-alive? 

For a moment, she couldn’t breathe. 


“Tt’s alright,” Vader said into her ear. Trying to keep her calm. “We’ll deal with him 
another time. Just breathe.” 


Padmé did her best to regain her composure. She cleared her throat before speaking 
turning the speaker back on. “As for the cause of the explosion,” the investigation is still 
underway, but according to the fire chief, it appears to be a malfunctioning old gas-line.” 


It looked like Bail wanted to cut in and say something. 
And he did. 


He wanted nothing more to say—to scream his suspicions. That the Vaders’ arranged the 
explosion at the Palace, but it wasn’t like he had evidence. 


For a brief moment, Bail thought Vader might kill him with his Force powers. 


Vader locked eyes with him. Waiting to pounce on him. He couldn’t kill him here... or 
could he? He could slowly suffocate him using the Force? It would be quieter. He had never 
done it before, but it was possible. 


Bail sat back down. There was nothing he could do, if he said anything, he would gain 
nothing. Only death. The Rebel Alliance had already lost one leader today, it did not need to 
lose another. 


Vader then lowered his hood. It was Padmé’s idea, to make him appear more human. 
Lowering his hood caused a many in the Rotunda to gasp and quietly whisper. 
It would also serve as the mark of a new beginning. 


Padmé also suggested he take off his respirator now that he didn’t need to hide under the 
respirator, but Vader felt it was too soon. If he had, he feared the media would only focus on 
revealing his face. Not what he was about to say. Another time. 


“According to the Imperial Constitution, the line of succession begins with the Grand 
Vizier. As you all know, the office legally became mine upon the death of Vizier Pestage, but 
upon our marriage, Lady Vader has served as my consort so I could continue my duties as 
Supreme Commander. However, in the face of this tragedy, I am now legally Emperor of 
Galactic Empire.” 


The expression on Vader’s face said, does anyone have a problem with that? 


Between the Clone Troopers surrounding the large chamber and Vader’s legendary powers, 
they would die if the did. 
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Vader turned to look at Padmé, taking her hand into his own so everyone and HoloNet 
could see. “And my wife, Lady Vader not as my consort, but as my equal, as Empress.” 


Several long, quiet moments passed, Vader and Padmé began to grow uneasy. 


Finally, someone began clapping. It originated from the former Old Republic Vice Chair, 
the Chagrian, Mas Amedda. 


Then the single clap began to grow throughout the Rotunda. 
They started chanting, “Long live the Emperor! Long live the Empress!” 
“Long live the Emperor! Long live the Empress!” 


“LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR! LONG LIVE THE EMPRESS!” 


*Applause!* Yay! 


Don’t worry, Luke and Leia will be home. We won’t see them, they’re just mentioned 
in the epilogue, but they will be perfectly fine. Sleeping safe and sound in their crib. 
However when it comes to the sequel I make no promises. Hehehe! 


Trivia: Verge is a character from the new canon. The rest are from old canon, though 
some have made their way into new canon. 


This was originally going to be the last chapter. I considered killing both Mon and 
Bail, but nope, I wanted one to live. 


Last chapter: There will be an Epilogue, but for now I’m marking it as complete. 


** Sequel: Yes, there will be a sequel. Now it won’t be quite like this or anything else 
I’ve done. It will be series of one shots and short stories spanning over the years of the 
Vaders’ (yes, that’s plural) reign, their children, and other descendants. Originally, I 
was going to call it, The Emperor and the Empress, The Emperor and the Empress: The 
Golden Age, then I considered calling it The Vader Dynasty. Now I think I’ve finally 
decided on combining the titles, The Emperor and the Empress: The Vader Dynasty, or 
TEATE for short. I know it is kind of a mouth full, but I like it. 


I can’t believe I’m nearly finished. It has taken me longer than expected between 
writer’s block and real life, but I’m nearly there and I’ll get it done. 


The Last Jedi: What did everyone think? I’m still digesting some of it. I like some it 
and then some of it, not so much. No spoilers in case someone hasn’t seen it. 


Thank you everyone for reading and reviewing this story. 
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57. Epilogue 


Once again, thank you for the favorites, follow, and reviews. 


** This is it, the last chapter, but not the end. In case any of you are not aware, there 


I hope everyone likes this chapter. To be honest, I’m not too sure about it. Not a lot of 
dialogue in this chapter. There is some at the end, but it’s more of a summary. Enjoy! 


Epilogue 
Six months later... 


Inside the main ballroom of the Vaders’ Palace, now known simply as the Palace or the 
Imperial Palace, a celebration was taking place. The celebration marked the six month 
anniversary of the Vaders’ declaration as Emperor and Empress of the Galactic Empire. 


Holographers were filming every square inch of the place. Along with their bright and 
blinding flashing holographers. 


Over half the Senate had turned out. Never had so much veda cloth, brocart, and 
shimmersilk graced the lavish mosaics and crimson carpets that led up and inside to the ball 
room. And never had such a diverse assortment of Coruscanti spilled from the sleek hover 
taxis and limos that delivered them outside the front door: patricians and doyennes, tycoons 
and philanthropists, pundits and patrons, lotharios and ingénues, gangsters and their molls. 


Expensive glasses clanking and slurping. 
Beings twirled, laughed, cheered, and danced. 


Excitement filled the air both inside and outside where an endless line stood. Some had 
been waiting in line for hours. 


But to most beings, the wait was worth it. 

To be here. 

To see the Imperial Palace and renovations going on. 
More importantly, to be part of the new regime. 

But also to see the new Emperor and Empress. 


Many were still getting used to seeing Emperor Vader without his mask. He had taken it 
off for the first time in public only weeks after he declared himself Emperor. 


While public opinion of him had been low at the start of his self proclamation, it had 
slightly risen almost twenty percent since he no longer wore the respirator. According to the 
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polls, it made him appear “more human” or “one of us”. That he was not some droid or 
machine. Some even sympathsized with him more and less with his predecessor, Emperor 
Palpatine. 


Then Empress Padmé Vader, who after months of speculation was confirmed to be 
pregnant, again. Many of the holographers were hoping to get a better shot of her baby bump. 
In the past few months, only a few sneaky but very skilled holographers managed to get a few 
grainy, blurry shots of the Empress. 


The news had also made her poll numbers increase nearly eight percent. Saying that like 
her husband it made appear more human. Less the “ice queen” as some called. A few of her 
critics compared her to Palpatine—the “female Palpatine” and not in a complimentary way. 
Also who didn’t love babies? And the new Empress was doing it the old fashioned way while 
many upper class women especially on Coruscant chose to pay other beings or even use 
expensive medical incubators to reproduce. 


Many also longed and hoped to see young Prince Luke and Princess Leia. Recently their 
parents had just enacted an act of succession confirming their ascendance to the Throne upon 
the passing of both their parents. Though they didn’t say which child would. Luke was the 
eldest, the natural heir. However, some argued the Vaders’ could also pick their second born 
child, Leia especially when the Empress came from a world that had been enjoying a plethora 
of Queens in recent years. More and more times females were taking precedence over their 
older brothers. 


But as many pointed out, their transition to the Throne would not be for many years. 


Also to the disappointment of many, but of little surprise, the twins would not be in 
attendance this evening. Since the tragic death of Palpatine they had rarely been seen by the 
public. Actually besides the official holo portraits their parents released to the public, they 
were never truly seen out in public. 


Earlier, their parents had bid them goodnight before they went down for this evening’s 
party. They were sleeping soundly with Dormé, Threepio, Artoo, and three teams of Clones 
Troopers from the 501st Legion. Empress Vader also had one of her most trusted guards, 
Captain Rex stood guard over the crib while they slept. 


Since Emperor and Empress Vader declared themselves the new leaders of the Galactic 
Empire, there had been many threats against the Imperial family. 


Meanwhile, Emperor Vader had sent various troops to each system. He had also gone 
personally to many of worlds. Dealing with any other threats personally. From the minor 
inconveniences— such as the HoloNet’s attacks on the Empress to the body of a mutilated 
Clone Trooper someone placed at the enterance of the new Imperial Palace. 


Vader had personally hunted down and killed a number of these beings. Leading a number 
of the slaughters himself. While it was dangerous for him to do so, he felt it was important to 
show his men that he too was willing to fight. To lay down his life. 


Many beings were also captured, jailed, awaiting trail, and possible execution. 


Including a handful of Moffs and other leaders of various systems did their best to try and 
proclaim themselves as the “rightful Emperor”. Even simply trying to declare their 
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independence from the Galactic Empire. Gathering their tiny fleets, various leaders, and 
systems to their cause. 


Some such as Moff Jade of the Aquilaean system had to gather his neighboring systems to 
his cause and rebel. Vader did not understand why, the system was not well known and held 
very little in terms power or wealth. Then again, maybe there was the answer. 


Vader had planned to execute the traitorous man, but Padmé had convinced him otherwise. 
Instead Vader stripped him of position, his power, and took hew new pregnant wife as a 
hostage. Vader could not recall the wife’s name, but would never forget his stunning beauty 
and luxurious red hair. The wife was also surprisingly Force sensitive, not overly powerful, 
but certainly had connection. Now Vader had little interest in the wife. Deeming her too old to 
train, but suspected her unborn child would be Force sensitive. When the time came for the 
wife to give birth, he planned to keep the child, but return the wife to her disgraced husband. 


Along with Moffs and other Galactic leaders, Vader had spent the last six months weeding 
out Darth Sidious’s network of spies, Inquisitors, and other servants. Especially those who 
were Force sensitive. Many had to be dealt with because of their fierce loyalties to Darth 
Sidious or because they were growing too powerful in the Dark Side. 


Besides Jade’s unborn child, the last six months had proven something of a disappointment 
for the new Emperor. He had killed so many of Darth Sidious’s Force sensitive servants. 
Leaving so few servants for himself. Unfortunately, they were too loyal to their old Master 
and too many in numbers. Vader feared they might one day band together against him. He felt 
he should start fresh in any case, but he had kept a few of them around. Such as two former 
Jedi humans named Jerec and Antinnis Tremayne. 


Jerec had proven loyal. 

“IT am a servant of His Imperial Majesty, Emperor Lord Vader.” 

While Vader kept Tremayne on leash. Testing his limits. 

His chains clanked and rattled. His teeth gritted, “I hate you.” 

“Very good,” Vader remembered replying after the former Jedi succumbed to the darkness. 
Vader did not see either one lasting. 

Despite his “loyalty”, Jerec was more of Palpatine’s man anyway. 

Tremayne would eventually try to betray him. 

Try. 


No, he knew he needed someone... someone young and who he could mold in the ways of 
the Dark Side. There was the Jade child, but they were not even born yet. It would be many 
years before the child could serve him and for all he knew, the child might not even be Force 
sensitive. Besides Force sensitivity did not mean talent in the Force. According to Darth 
Plagueis’s writings. 


However, the Force had finally provided. During his travels, Vader had encountered new 
and young beings strong in the Force. A young boy on Kashyyyk, strong in the Force. The 
son of two Jedi. The mother had apparently fallen during the Clone Wars. The father by 
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Vader’s own blade. Which the boy witnessed with his eyes, which would one day grow into 
hate, perfect for a pupil of the Dark Side. 


Was he becoming like Darth Sidious? 

“Your Highness,” Some lowly being greeted him. 

No... Emperor Vader would be different than Emperor Palpatine. 

Better. 

So he hoped. 

“Good evening, your Imperial Highness,” A well dressed man lowered his head. 
“Emperor Vader,” Said a woman. “Sir, might I have a word?” 


Vader quietly sighed as he excused himself. He wished to be left in peace. Instead he was 
receiving greetings and bows from high ranking nobles to humble beings of Coruscant. A few 
even tried to pull him to the side to whisper their agendas in his ear. Instead he simply kept 
walking forward. Then other beings saw him and then he had to greeting beings back and 
exchange pleasantries, “Your Highness.” Something he was still not accustomed to hearing or 
doing. When he was Palpatine’s enforcer beings would bow and greet him, but not nearly as 
many. Sometimes he still believed beings were addressing Palpatine who was lurking just 
behind him. Sometimes he even looked behind him, just to make sure. He hoped and prayed 
to the Force that he would escape his former Master in time. 


Maybe he could finally sleep. 
“Emperor Vader, a moment of your time.” 


“Not now,” Vader brushed the lackey aside. He only saw the man for a half a second, but 
was his uniform even on straight? Another thing he needed to address. The slacking off 
among the Imperials. There was so much work to be done. 


Again, Vader longed for a full night’s sleep. 


Something he had not had in... he could not even remember. Since he had lost his arm, 
though he would hardly call that peaceful rest. Between the shock and the painkillers. 


But between the affairs of the Empire, the Sith, and his pregnant wife, Vader had no time 
for rest. 


And Emperor Vader was tired. 


He managed to slip out of the group of beings, outside a glass door, and onto a quiet 
balcony. The night air was cold and bitter, but he did not notice. 


Vader did something he almost never did outside his private chambers, he sat down on the 
cool marble bench. 


Meanwhile... 


Empress Padmé Amidala-Vader walked around the grand party. 
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Yes, maybe that was a mouthful, but Padmé longed to keep her original name of state and 
surname, Amidala. It was the name she built her career on. Also she felt it made her stand out 
more throughout history. 


Unlike Palpatine, who planned to somehow live forever, they understood their mortality. 
At least, Padmé did. She hoped Vader understood this and didn’t fall into the same trap as 
Palpatine and all previous Sith. He seemed to when they discussed it, but she still wondered 
about his Sith tendencies. And so, instead of trying and failing to live forever, they planned to 
create a dynasty. 


The Vader Dynasty. 


After coming to this decision they had decided they needed to have more offspring, but 
initially agreed to wait a year. They felt that would give them time to sort out Imperial and 
Galactic matters. 


Less than two weeks later, Padmé discovered she was pregnant. At first, she was stunned 
and upset that she had gotten pregnant only months after Luke and Leia’s birth. Not to 
mention the morning sickness, but after it finally ceased, she started to feel better about 
everything. Though Padmé wished the pregnancy had not happened this year. 


Perhaps it was a will of the Force. That was how Vader saw it. Since the baby was 
conceived on the day of their declaration. Which Padmé did see as a bit ironic, but really it 
was the result due to their foolishness in not using protection. 


Again, Padmé wished it could have happened next year. 

Especially not right now as she and Vader were reshaping their Galactic Empire. 
But what in life truly went as planned? 

Little. 


Padmé knew there was much work to done and she had been wise enough to know it 
wouldn’t work itself out overnight. 


Still, none of this was quite how the new Empress imagined it. 


Padmé did not remember what she thought... or what she had assumed when she became 
Empress. Yes, she knew there would be challenges, but this wasn’t all quite what she had 
expected and imagined all those years. 


For example, the media. 


Yes, anyone with a brain knew the Empire had tight leash on the media, but even Padmé 
did not realize how much tax payer credits were going into silencing them and making 
Imperial propaganda. 


Padmé stopped this practice days after she had discovered it. 


The Galactic public was very much in support of it. While the HoloNet was another 
matter. 


Some were supportive. They had even posted some nice supportive HoloNet News pieces 
regarding her and Vader. Particularly the younger members of the media who wanted to be 
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creative with their works. 


Others were clearly unhappy over their loss of extra income. Such as the beings planning 
retirement and had families to support. 


Accusing her and Vader of murdering Emperor Palpatine. She supposed they weren’t 
entirely incorrect. 


The rest were about Padmé. Attacking how she looked. What she wore. Whether it was a 
good idea for her to work so hard with two small children. Padmé wasn’t certain she could 
argue with the latter. In fact, that was why she kept her pregnancy a secret until recently. That 
and Vader had been away while she had discovered she was pregnant. She waited until he 
came home. Not wanting to tell him over communication channels. Fearing beings might be 
listening in. 


Needless to say, after the third set of articles were published, Vader personally went down 
to chat with them. To speak to the presidents of the HoloNet companies and the journalists 
who had written the articles. No one had apparently died, but those HoloNet outlets found 
other topics to publish. 


Some citizens then accused Vader of being no better than Emperor Palpatine. Which only 
added fire to Vader’s anger, but Padmé argued for him to hold back. In a few months, beings 
would move onto something else. 


Most of them seemed to be. 
She wished she could say the same for the members of her family, but she did not know. 
She had not spoken to them in months. 


Before she and Vader had proclaimed themselves Emperor and Empress on that night six 
standard months ago, she had left a private and coded message for her father and sister. 
Trying to explain. Hoping to calm any..unhappy reactions. 


It did not. 


They were not happy to say the least. Namely her father. While her sister, Sola had said 
very little, but was clearly angry with her. 


Padmé did not know why they were so surprised and upset. 


They knew her and knew how she had craved power since the incident at Varykino. It 
wasn’t like she exactly kept it secret from them. Maybe they just didn’t realize how far she 
was willing to take it. That would stay married to Vader even after the Emperor’s death. 


“Now is your chance,” Her father adamantly advised in his deep voice. Taking her firmly 
by the shoulders “Run!” 


She had tried to reassure him and her sister. 
“I’m staying with Vader because I want to. It’s my choice. This is what I want.” 
“You’re only staying with him because he is Emperor.” 


“Even if he wasn't the Emperor, I would still stay with him.” 
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“No!” Ruwee could not fathom what he was hearing. 
Padmé had not seen him so broken since her mother’s death. 


She wondered if this all served as another reminder that she was not truly in his child and 
had a claim to the Throne as well. 


“We love each other! We belong together.” Padmé tried to explain. “We are going to fix 
everything that Palpatine broke.” 


That everything would be alright. 


That she was now Empress and she had the power to keep them safe. Palpatine and all the 
rest would never harm their family again. 


So she thought. 


A few months ago Padmé’s father, Ruwee suffered a series of strokes. Probably due to all 
the stress from the previous months. The last several years actually. 


Padmé only went to see him once after his strokes. Things were still not better between 
them. 


And the way her sister, Sola looked at her. Padmé knew she blamed her and maybe it was 
not far from the truth. 


“Just... just go.” Sola quietly pleaded from his bedside. 


For now Padmé just stayed away. Hoping that would help her father. She and Vader were 
far too busy to visit in any case. Between the affairs of their new Empire and their growing 
family. 


Padmé rested her right hand on her expanding abdomen. She hoped the birth of her new 
child might cool things. 


Time would tell. 


In the mean time as Vader hunted down their enemies, she stayed on Coruscant. Handling 
the nervous Senate and political affairs. Making speeches, passing laws, and amending the 
Imperial Constitution. 


They had spent more nights apart than together the last six months. 


New taxation and trade laws were put into effect. Ones that many grumbled about and 
some still did, but for now most seemed satisfied with them. 


Also effective immediately, slavery throughout the entire Empire was completely 
outlawed. Any being that continued the practice would be jailed and possibly executed. All 
workers, regardless of their species had to be paid, treated properly, and were free to leave if 
they so chose. 


Beings such as the Wookiee slaves working aboard the secret super weapon known as the 
Death Star. Padmé personally saw to their release within a few weeks after her and Vader’s 
declaration. They were released back to their homeworld of Kashyyyk and compensated for 
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their treatment. Granted, nothing could make up for such treatment and lost time, but it did 
continue to paint Palpatine as the villain and her and Vader as the Galaxy’s saviors. 


They were also further compensated to never speak of the Death Star. The story was that 
they had been working the mines on Geonosis. 


Padmé and Vader had yet to decide on what to the super weapon. On the one hand, she saw 
it a complete abomination. On the other, such a weapon could one day come in handy. Vader 
seemed to want to keep it. 


The previous Emperor had secured a tidy amount of credits through taxation and various 
other deals. Though it was hardly a bottomless pit. 


Padmé also knew he had plans to one day take control of the Outer Rim and completely 
abolish slavery across the Galaxy. Vader was very adamant about it. It was one of his main 
goals as Emperor. 


But boyhood dreams would have to wait. Right now, they needed to focus on the Imperial 
systems they already occupied. Not any future systems they planned to conquer. 


Padmé and Vader had arguments on such subjects, many times. 
“T am the Emperor. Dark Lord of the Sith!” He shouted. 
“IT am your wife.” She shouted, “I am your equal.” 


“Not in terms of the Force,” Vader said more calmly. “Besides you don’t treat me as an 
equal in matters of state.” 


Padmé was doing her best. Trying to keep Vader included in all her decisions, but it was 
hard. Between Vader being constantly gone and also Padmé was not used to including another 
in her decisions. As Queen she a series of advisors, but in end most were left up to her. While 
she and Vader were partners. Tried to be. That’s why she was slowly making up a council of 
advisors. A new Imperial Ruling Council. 


Members included Senators Ister Paddie, Lexi Dio, Ask Ack, Orn Free Taa, Grand Moff 
Tarkin, and former Vice Chair of the Old Republic Mas Ameeda. 


Padmé had worked with Ister Paddie, Lexi Dio, Ask Ack, and Orn Free Taa on the 
Loyalists Committee. 


Ister Paddie and Lexi Dio were humans who both resided from the Core. They could easily 
be controlled. 


The Gran, Ask Aak was a progressive and a firm supporter of Palpatine, but seemed eager 
to serve the new regime. 


The powerful Twi-lek, Orn Free Taa had divided the Vaders. Yes, he had been a supporter 
of Palpatine, but after Ameeda he was one of their next strongest supporters in the Senate. 
However, despite his professed loyalty, Taa was corrupt and self-indulgent. As Vader 
surmised, Taa was loyal to the Empire. Though he would always put his own interests first, 
his homeworld Ryloth interests second, and the Empire third. Vader did not like having such a 
being around his wife. He sensed the Twi-lek would be trouble. 
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Along with his seat on the Imperial Ruling Council, Moff Wilhuff Tarkin was also made 
the first ever Grand Moff. It also served as a reward for staying loyal to the Empire and its 
new rulers. After Palpatine’s death, many thought Tarkin would try taking the Throne for 
himself. Padmé knew if he had challenged them early on... things might be very different 
now. It also served as compensation for halting work on the Death Star. Something he and 
Director Krennic had worked long and hard on the last few years. Vader seemed to like 
Tarkin. Which was the main reason Padmé agreed to his appointment. 


Aak and Ameeda were also not afraid to let their criticisms be known. Which Padmé did 
not always appreciate, but also felt it was necessary. Also she would rather hear it from them 
than the HoloNet. 


What was wrong in the Senate. She felt it was good having someone like that around. To 
have some idea at what they were thinking and perhaps planning. 


While Mas Ameeda who was serving as the Council’s interim leader. Unless Vader had 
any objections, which Padmé doubted, she planned to make Mas Ameeda the Grand Vizier. 
Yes, as Empress she still planned to keep many of Grand Vizier’s powers for herself, but 
while she was busy with the children or away from Coruscant he would act in her place. In 
both their places. Allowing Padmé and her husband to have some time to themselves and 
with their children. 


Now, where was he? 


Padmé crossed her arms as soon the cool air greeted her outside. She found him outside. 
Sitting on small bench, shrouded in darkness. “What’s bothering you?” 


“Nothing,” Vader answered without really looking at her. Just the endless city. 


“Anakin,” Padmé only used the name in private. She would even use when she was 
irritated with him. “How long is it going to take us to be honest with one another?” 


Vader looked away. He hoped she wasn’t going to bring up marriage counseling again. 


Padmé attended weekly counseling sessions with some med droid. One whose memory 
was regularly wiped after each session. She discussed almost everything with this medical 
droid... almost. Things she did not even tell Dormé. 


For a time, Padmé had insisted they go to counseling together. To work on their 
communication. Feeling they needed to strengthen their trust in one another. 


Vader repulsed at the idea. Saying he did not to discuss with some droid how he was 
feeling. 


But he met her halfway, every day he would tell her about his day. Even if it was over 
private communications or in letters when it was too dangerous to speak for communications. 
His doubts on the Empire and how they were doing. “I’m just tired.” He answered. 
‘Overwhelmed I guess.’ He pressed his lips together. “And I hope to one day escape my 
Master’s shadow.” 
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Padmé didn’t know if that was all, but knew that was at least some of the truth. For now, 
the answer satisfied Padmé for now and she understood what he meant. “It’s just... going to 
be like this for a little while.” Like her husband, she was often compared to Palpatine. She 
sometimes feared he was just around a corner in the Senate Rotunda. She looked down, “He 
may always be with us. I pray not.” She added. 


Vader prayed so as well. He wondered if his Sith predecessors had this trouble. Like the 
founder of his Sith lineage, Darth Bane when he killed his Masters, the Brotherhood of 
Darkness with the thought bomb. 


Vader wanting to change the subject looked down at her belly. “I don’t care what the 
medical droids say,” He shook his head. “I’m telling you, it’s different this time.” 


“Well, I hope so,” Padmé smiled. “I’m glad to only have one this time.” Which three 
different med droids had confirmed. 


“No, it isn’t that.” Vader insisted as he shook his head. “And the medical droids are certain 
all is well?” 


“Yes, our son is healthy.” Padmé took his hand of flesh and pressed it against her belly. 
“And quite active.” Feeling the pulse against his palm. 


Vader smiled, at least the child seemed physically strong. For now, he put his doubts aside. 
Nor did he want to distress his wife. “Have you decided on his name?” He asked, changing 
the subject. 


Padmé had a few names in mind. She wanted to use the name, Anakin, but knew her 
husband would never approve. She had also considered naming the baby after her father, but 
she just... she didn’t know. “I’m still deciding.” 


Vader remembered what she named the baby in his vision years ago, but he would not say, 
not wanting to change that future. He had been a lot of his Master’s text and lore regarding 
visions of the future. 


“Come on, the vultures will searching for us.” 
“After the party, I’d like to speak with you about Mas Ameeda.” 


Ameeda? That was surprising and a pity. He was hoping it was Orn Free Taa. Vader’s eyes 
narrowed, “Has he done something to displease you?” 


“No, no, quite the opposite.” Padmé smiled as they walked back inside. 
Together as husband and wife. 
As Emperor and Empress. 


The End. 


Wow! We’re here. How’s the ending? How is the story overall? 


** SEQUEL: The sequel will be called The Emperor and the Empress: The Vader 
Dynasty. It will be about Vader, Padmé, and their descendants. It won’t be like my 
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previous stories. I’m planning to make it a series of numerous oneshots and short 
stories. 


I’m sure I’m quite repetitive at this point, but sorry for the wait. I just got back from 
a 3 day trip. I think that helped me recharge. Also I’ve worked long hours lately, but 
now my hours are getting cut so I may have some time over the next few weeks. We'll 
see. 


Trivia: The boy Vader found on Kashyyyk is Starkiller/Galen Marek. We will see 
more of him in the sequel. 


Veda cloth, brocart, and shimmersilk are materials used to make clothes. Palpatine’s 
were made from brocart. 


Ister Paddie and Lexi Dio were in Attack of the Clones, they were members of the 
Loyalists Committee. 


I imagine most of you can guess who Moff Jade’s unborn child is. ;) The Aquilaean 
system is from the original Star Wars drafts. One can read about it in The Star Wars, 
obviously it also later became known as Alderaan though the name has never been used 
in Legends or Canon. I hope you guys like that. Mara Jade has never had a backstory. 


Once again, thank you to all my readers and reviewers. Thank you for sticking with 
me. 
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